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CHAPTER ONE




Bridget Chambers held the ivory envelope like it might burn her fingers. Heavy cardstock, embossed seal, her name in elegant black script. Nothing in their modest suburban life had ever looked this expensive. She turned it over again, heart beating faster, and looked at her husband.

“Frank,” she said, her voice tight with nerves. “This is… from them. The Country Club.”

Frank smirked, tugging off his tie as he leaned against the kitchen counter. “Open it. Let’s see what the rich bastards want with us.”

Bridget slid a nail under the flap, careful not to tear it, as if the paper itself was too good for them. The card inside gleamed white and gold. Her eyes skimmed the words, mouth falling open. “We’ve been accepted. We’re in.”

For a moment, they just stared at each other. This wasn’t just a membership. It was a key. The kind of place where politicians, doctors, and judges played golf. Where CEOs struck deals over cigars. Where new families got fast-tracked into the city’s inner circle.

Frank’s grin widened as he slipped the invitation from her fingers. “This changes everything. Being in that clubhouse? It’s business, it’s status, it’s every connection we’ve ever wanted.”

Bridget set the envelope down, wiping her damp palms against her skirt. “And it’s… everything else too.”

She didn’t have to say it out loud. The rumors had been swirling for years. A neighbor once whispered over wine that women were seen sneaking home at sunrise, hair messy, heels dangling from their hands. A man from Frank’s office claimed his cousin left the club because his wife “couldn’t keep her legs closed after cocktails.” Everyone laughed when stories spread, but no one outright denied them.

“You don’t actually think those stories are true, do you?” Bridget asked, though her voice wavered.

Frank leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. “You’ve seen the way those guys look at you. The poolside dresses, the cocktail gowns. You really think that’s just golf and tennis? They want beauty. They want temptation. That’s why they wanted us. That’s why they wanted you.”

Her cheeks burned, but her thighs pressed together. She had noticed. The way certain men at charity dinners let their gaze drop too low, linger too long. The way their wives pretended not to notice.

“God, Frank.” She tried to sound offended, but it came out breathless. “You’re saying I’m bait.”

“I’m saying you’re the reason they said yes.” He kissed her cheek, then her neck. “And maybe the rumors aren’t rumors.”

Her heart thudded, a mix of fear and a hot, guilty thrill. The club wasn’t just a gate into high society. It was an invitation to be looked at, desired, maybe even claimed.

The envelope lay on the counter between them, bright as a promise. Or maybe a dare.

Bridget stood in front of the mirror, holding two dresses against her body. One was a safe navy sheath that hit just below her knees. The other was red, silk, cut low in the front and scandalously high in the back. She bit her lip, staring at her reflection.

“Frank?” she called, her voice softer than she intended.

He stepped out of the bathroom in slacks and an open-collar shirt, toweling his hair. His eyes landed on the dresses and, without hesitation, he pointed at the red. “That one. No question.”

Bridget frowned. “It’s too much. These women are all… pearls and cardigans. I’ll look like I’m trying too hard.”

“You’ll look like yourself,” he countered, tossing the towel aside. “And trust me, they want women who turn heads. Do you know how many wives are just background noise at those cocktail parties? You won’t be. You’ll be the one they can’t stop watching.”

Heat crept up her throat. She set the navy dress aside and let the red one slide over her shoulders, smoothing the silk down her hips. The fabric clung in a way that made her feel naked.

That night, in bed, she lay staring at the ceiling, restless. Frank’s arm draped across her stomach, his hand idly tracing circles over her skin.

“You’re nervous,” he murmured.

“Of course I’m nervous. It feels like we’re stepping into another world. Like… like it’s not even ours.”

He propped himself on an elbow, looking down at her. “That’s exactly the point. It’s a world we’ve been kept out of until now. We walk in, we play by their rules, and we rise with them. And I swear, Bridget, once they see you—” His hand slid lower, over her thigh. “—they’ll know we belong.”

Her breath hitched. “You say that like you want them to stare at me.”

“I do,” he admitted without shame. “I want them jealous. I want them imagining what it’s like to have you. And I want you knowing you’re mine while they do.”

She turned her face toward him, cheeks flushed, thighs pressing together under the sheet. “You sound like those rumors are true.”

He leaned in, his lips brushing hers. “If they are, you’ll be ready.”

Bridget’s pulse hammered in her chest. She couldn’t tell if she was dreading the first night at the club or aching for it. Maybe both.

Bridget rolled onto her side, trying to calm her racing mind, but Frank’s hand didn’t stop roaming. His palm slid over her hip, fingers dipping beneath the elastic of her panties. She gasped softly, catching his wrist.

“Frank…”

“You’re wound up,” he whispered, his lips brushing her ear. “Let me help.”

Her body betrayed her before her voice did. She was already wet, the red dress still hanging on the closet door like a dare. She let go of his wrist, and he cupped her mound through damp fabric, rubbing slow circles that made her toes curl.

“You kept that dress on for me,” he murmured, kissing down her neck. “But tomorrow, it’s for them.”

Her thighs clenched, a spark of shame flooding her chest. “Don’t⁠—”

“Don’t what? Don’t admit the truth?” He tugged her panties down her legs, tossing them aside. “You know what they’ll do, Bridget. They’ll stare at you the way I am now. Their cocks will get hard just looking.”

“Stop,” she whispered, though her hips tilted up into his hand.

“I won’t stop. Because you’re already wet thinking about it.” He slid two fingers inside her, curling them just right. She moaned into the pillow, clutching the sheets.

“Frank—”

“You want them to want you. You want to walk into that club and feel every pair of eyes burning through your dress.” His thumb pressed hard on her clit, his fingers pumping faster. “And you’ll come knowing I’m the one letting them look. Letting them dream.”

Her protest dissolved into a choked cry. She arched against his hand, the dirty picture he painted too much to resist. She imagined standing at the bar, men in tailored suits circling her, their hands brushing her bare back. Frank watching, smiling, letting it happen. The thought made her gush around his fingers, her body shuddering as orgasm ripped through her.

Frank pulled his fingers free, slick with her arousal, and stroked himself. “That’s my girl. Tomorrow, when they see you, I’ll know what you’re hiding under that dress. And I’ll know you’re dripping just like this.”

Bridget reached for him, her face hot, her body still trembling. “Fuck me, Frank. Please.”

He pushed into her with one hard thrust, groaning in her ear. “Tomorrow, Bridget. Tomorrow they’ll want what’s mine. Tonight, I take it all.”

The bed rocked, their moans filling the room, the envelope still on the kitchen counter like a ticking clock.


CHAPTER TWO




Bridget stood in front of the vanity, the red silk clinging to her body like it had been poured on. She smoothed her hands down her hips for the tenth time, checking the way the dress hugged her curves. The neckline plunged low, the back dipped scandalously, and the hemline rode higher than anything she’d ever worn to a “respectable” place. Her heart beat fast, part nerves, part thrill.

“Christ, Bridget,” Frank said from the doorway, adjusting his cufflinks. His voice was low, husky. “They’re not going to know what hit them when you walk in.”

“Or they’ll think I’m trash,” she countered, though she couldn’t stop the small smile tugging at her lips.

He crossed the room, slipping behind her, meeting her eyes in the mirror as his hands rested on her bare shoulders. “You look like money. And sex. That’s exactly what they want. We’ll fit right in.”

She let out a shaky laugh, her stomach twisting with butterflies. “I’ve never been this nervous to walk into a room.”

“Good.” He kissed her bare shoulder, his lips hot against her skin. “That means you’ll remember every second of tonight.”

By the time they pulled into the club’s gated entrance, Bridget’s palms were damp again. The manicured hedges glowed under lantern light, the building rising ahead in stately white columns and glass. The parking lot was dotted with luxury cars—sleek European machines that looked like they’d never seen a drop of rain.

Inside, the lobby was all polished marble and hushed elegance. The air smelled faintly of cigars and expensive perfume. Bridget clutched her clutch bag a little tighter, trying not to stare like a tourist.

“Mr. and Mrs. Chambers?” A smooth male voice greeted them. A tall man in a dark suit extended a hand. “Welcome. I’m Martin Graves, and this is my wife, Clarissa.”

Clarissa was striking—blonde hair swept into a perfect chignon, diamond studs at her ears, her dress a shimmering emerald that hugged her curves in a way that spoke of both wealth and confidence. She looked Bridget up and down with a smile that was equal parts warm and appraising.

“First night?” Clarissa asked, looping her arm through Bridget’s before she could answer. “Come. I’ll show you around.”

Bridget shot Frank a nervous glance as she was led off, but he only grinned, clearly pleased to see her swept under the wing of someone who belonged here.

Clarissa’s heels clicked against the marble as she walked Bridget past a row of oil paintings. “You’ll love it here. Daytime is all tennis and golf and poolside cocktails. Everyone plays their part. It’s very civilized.”

“And at night?” Bridget asked, surprised by her own boldness.

Clarissa’s smile widened, a glint of mischief in her eyes. “At night, it’s different. Outfits are different. Rules are… different.” She gave Bridget’s arm a playful squeeze. “Don’t worry. You’ll learn quickly.”

Bridget swallowed hard, her chest tight with both curiosity and dread. She wasn’t sure if Clarissa meant shorter dresses or no dresses at all.

Behind them, Frank laughed at something Martin said, his eyes flicking to Bridget every chance he got. He looked proud, almost smug, watching her drift deeper into the polished world they’d only dreamed about.
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The second invitation came a week later, handwritten and slipped into their mailbox: Cocktails at Eight. Club Attire Required.

Bridget stood in their bedroom with half her closet scattered across the bed. Dresses in safe shades—navy, beige, black—lay discarded. Tonight wasn’t about blending in. Clarissa’s words echoed in her head: At night, outfits are different.

She finally held up the one Frank had bought her months ago, a dress she’d never dared to wear. Short, scarlet, with a plunging back that dipped all the way to the curve of her ass. The straps were thin, the hem barely reached mid-thigh, and there was no way to wear a bra without ruining the line.

Frank walked in, fresh from the shower, his shirt unbuttoned at the collar. His eyes stopped on the dress and his mouth curved into a slow grin. “Now that’s club night.”

Bridget hesitated, the silk trembling in her hands. “It’s too much. They’ll think I’m desperate.”

“No,” Frank said, stepping closer, taking the dress from her and holding it up against her body. “They’ll think you’re delicious. And they’ll be right.”

Her cheeks burned, but when she slipped the dress over her head and let it settle on her skin, she couldn’t deny the thrill. The fabric clung, cool and weightless, showing every curve. Her bare back felt scandalous, exposed.

She turned in front of the mirror, tugging at the hem. “I can’t believe I’m wearing this.”

Frank came up behind her, his hand sliding up the back of her thigh, stopping just under the hem. “Believe it. Because when you walk in tonight, every man in that room will want you.” His eyes met hers in the mirror. “And you’ll know I want them to.”

Her stomach tightened, her pulse hammering. The thought of strangers’ eyes on her, of Frank smiling while they stared, made her thighs clench. She looked away from the mirror, pretending not to notice how wet she already was.

Frank brushed a kiss over her shoulder. “Ready to play by their rules, Bridget?”

She drew a shaky breath, fingers smoothing the silk over her hips. “God help me, I think I am.”

The leather seat felt slick beneath Bridget’s bare thighs as Frank steered the car toward the club gates. She tugged at the hem of her dress again, the silk sliding right back up. Every stoplight seemed to make the fabric climb higher, exposing more of her legs.

“Quit fidgeting,” Frank said, his eyes on the road but his mouth curved in a knowing grin. “You’re perfect.”

“I feel half-naked,” she muttered, crossing her arms over her chest. The neckline dipped so low that even the seatbelt pressed between her breasts in a way that made her feel indecent.

“That’s the point,” he said. “They’re going to see you walk in and know you’re not like their boring wives. They’ll stare. They won’t be able to stop.”

She shot him a nervous glance, her pulse racing. “And you’re okay with that?”

His hand left the steering wheel, sliding onto her bare thigh, squeezing just above her knee. “More than okay. I want them drooling. I want them imagining what it’s like to peel this dress off you. And I want you knowing that you’re mine the whole time.”

Her breath caught, heat pooling between her legs. She wanted to argue, to tell him it was too much, but the words tangled in her throat.

Frank’s hand slid higher, just brushing the edge of her panties before he pulled back, casual as ever, putting both hands on the wheel again. “See? You’re already wet for them.”

She gasped softly, cheeks flaming. “Frank…”

“Admit it,” he teased, his voice low and rough. “You’re turned on thinking about walking in there, every man’s eyes on you. Thinking about which one will ask first.”

Her thighs pressed together, her heartbeat pounding in her ears. She stared out the window, the glowing club gates coming into view, and whispered, “Maybe I am.”

Frank’s smile was smug as he slowed the car, nodding at the guard who waved them through. “Good girl. Let’s give them a show.”

The massive clubhouse loomed ahead, its white columns glowing under the lanterns, a palace waiting to swallow them whole.

The moment Bridget stepped through the wide glass doors, she knew this wasn’t the same country club she’d toured a week ago.

Gone was the polite chatter of golfers and the faint chlorine smell of the pool. Tonight the air was warm with perfume and whiskey, alive with low music and laughter that carried like smoke. The marble floor gleamed under the light of crystal chandeliers, and the crowd was sharper, sexier—men in perfectly tailored suits, women in dresses that clung, shimmered, and revealed.

Bridget felt every eye shift toward her at once.

The red silk hugged her body, baring her back, the hem teasing the tops of her thighs. She froze, clutching her clutch bag tighter, cheeks heating under the weight of stares. For a heartbeat, she wanted to turn and run.

Then Frank’s hand pressed to the small of her back, steady and claiming. “Breathe,” he whispered near her ear, his lips brushing her skin. “They can’t take their eyes off you. Exactly like I said.”

Bridget glanced around, her pulse hammering. A man at the bar leaned back in his chair, eyes locked on her legs as if he’d forgotten his drink entirely. A pair of women whispered behind manicured hands, their gazes flicking between Bridget and Frank. Another man, older, silver hair gleaming under the light, raised his glass to her in silent acknowledgment, his smile unapologetically hungry.

Her throat went dry. She tried to tell herself this was about wealth and status, about Frank’s career, but her body betrayed her. Her nipples tightened against the silk, her thighs pressing together as a hot ache grew low in her belly.

Frank leaned down, his voice low, meant only for her. “Every one of them is imagining you bent over right now.”

Her breath hitched. She swallowed hard, forcing her legs to move forward, heels clicking against marble. The lobby wasn’t just an entryway anymore. It was a stage. And she was the show.

“Bridget!”

The voice cut through the hum of conversation, and Bridget turned to see Clarissa gliding across the lobby like she owned the place. The emerald dress she’d worn last week was replaced tonight with something even more daring—black silk with a slit up the thigh that revealed endless leg. Her smile was wide and knowing, as if she’d been waiting for this moment.

“Darling, you made it.” Clarissa slipped her arm through Bridget’s without hesitation, drawing her close like an old friend. Her perfume was sharp and expensive, her grip firm. “I knew you’d choose something daring for tonight. Red suits you. You look…” She tilted her head, her eyes running over Bridget’s body, “…delicious.”

Bridget’s face heated, unsure how to respond. Before she could speak, Frank chuckled, shaking Martin’s hand across the room. “Told you she’d steal the show,” he said, loud enough for Bridget to hear.

Clarissa leaned closer, her voice dropping into a conspiratorial whisper. “You’ll find it’s different once the sun goes down. People notice more. They touch more. The dress code changes… and so do the rules.”

Bridget’s heart thudded at the words. She thought of the way men had already been staring, of Frank’s hand warm against her back. She opened her mouth to ask what Clarissa meant, but the woman only smiled slyly and pulled her toward the grand double doors at the end of the lobby.

“Come. Cocktails are just beginning. You’ll understand soon enough.”

Bridget glanced over her shoulder at Frank. He raised his glass in a silent toast, pride gleaming in his eyes, as if this had been his plan all along.

She let Clarissa lead her into the glow of the ballroom, her pulse racing. Tonight was no longer about acceptance. Tonight was about discovery.


CHAPTER THREE




The cocktail lounge glowed in amber light, shadows soft against polished wood and velvet drapes. Jazz hummed low from a corner, the kind of music that invited leaning close and speaking in whispers. Waiters in crisp black vests glided between clusters of members, balancing silver trays of champagne flutes and crystal tumblers.

Bridget stepped through the doorway, her heels sinking into plush carpet, the red silk clinging to her every step. The air was thick with perfume, cologne, and the faint burn of cigars. She felt the shift immediately—the room was hungrier than the genteel lobby, the smiles sharper, the laughter looser.

Women perched on leather armchairs in gowns that revealed more skin than they covered, heads tipped back as men bent close to speak in their ears. A couple stood near the bar, the man’s hand brazenly low on his wife’s hip, his thumb brushing the edge of her slit dress while she laughed at another man’s joke. Everywhere Bridget looked, lines blurred—friendship, flirting, marriage, desire.

Frank guided her toward the bar with a hand at the small of her back. His palm was steady, possessive, but his eyes gleamed as he scanned the crowd. “Relax,” he murmured, lips close to her ear. “This is what we came for. Watch how they look at you.”

He was right. Eyes followed her across the room. Some subtle, some bold, lingering openly on the low back of her dress, the sway of her legs. A group of men near the billiards table paused their game, their gazes tracking her until she and Frank reached the bar.

Clarissa appeared again with two champagne glasses, handing one to Bridget with a wink. “First club night always feels like a performance,” she said lightly, sipping her drink. “But you’ll get used to being the main attraction.”

Bridget tried to smile, her hand trembling as she lifted the glass. The bubbles fizzed against her lips, sharp and cool, but nothing could soothe the heat rising inside her. She glanced around the room again, her stomach tight with nerves, her body betraying her with a wet, insistent ache.

Tonight was only beginning, and already she felt like prey in a room full of hunters.

Bridget had barely taken her first sip of champagne when the first man appeared. Tall, broad shoulders, dark suit perfectly tailored—his smile was polished but his eyes went straight to the plunge of her dress.

“Martin was right,” he said smoothly, holding out his hand. “You are the most beautiful woman here tonight. I’m David.”

Bridget hesitated, glancing at Frank, but he only raised his glass and gave the slightest nod. She placed her hand in David’s, the warmth of his grip lingering longer than polite.

Another man joined them, silver at his temples, whiskey in his hand. “Don’t let him hog her,” he said with a low chuckle. “Name’s Charles. And I’ve been dying to meet the new Mrs. Chambers ever since I saw her at the pool last week.” His eyes flicked down, slow and deliberate, to where her hemline skimmed her thighs. “You clean up even better at night.”

Her cheeks burned hot, but her body betrayed her with a rush of heat low in her belly. She tried to laugh it off, clutching her glass tighter, but their eyes—hungry, unashamed—made her skin prickle.

Frank stepped closer, his hand at the small of her back, steady as ever. “Told you she’d turn heads,” he said, his voice edged with pride.

Clarissa smirked, sipping her champagne. “And it’s only just beginning.”

Another man leaned in from behind, his breath warm against Bridget’s ear as he spoke. “Careful, Frank. If you keep showing her off like this, you might not get her back tonight.”

Bridget gasped softly, her knees threatening to buckle. She turned her head, but he’d already stepped away into the crowd, leaving the words hanging like a challenge.

Her chest rose and fell fast. She wanted to protest, to say this was too much, too fast. But when she looked at Frank, she found him watching her with a hunger she’d never seen before, his eyes dark, his jaw tight.

And in that moment, Bridget realized—he wasn’t afraid of losing her. He wanted them to want her.

“Frank, you’re a lucky man,” David said, his gaze still fixed on Bridget’s cleavage. “I can’t remember the last time a new member walked in and… stopped the room like that.”

Frank chuckled, his hand sliding lower on Bridget’s back until his fingers brushed the curve of her ass. “I know exactly how lucky I am.” He turned his head, his lips close to Bridget’s ear. “Say thank you.”

Her cheeks flamed, but she managed a breathy, “Thank you.”

Charles stepped closer, his whiskey glass swirling lazily in his hand. “That dress,” he murmured, his eyes traveling up and down her body. “It’s almost unfair. You’re making the rest of the wives look overdressed.”

Bridget let out a nervous laugh, shifting her weight from one heel to the other. “I’m not used to this kind of attention.”

“That’s the best part,” Frank cut in smoothly. “You should get used to it.”

A younger man she hadn’t noticed before slid into the circle, his smile easy, his gaze wicked. “If she doesn’t, I’ll be happy to help. My wife calls me a very… attentive teacher.” He raised his glass to Frank. “I’d take good care of her.”

Bridget’s breath caught, her heart hammering. She wanted to deny him, to say it was just a joke, but when she turned her head Frank was smiling—broad, relaxed, as though he was exactly where he wanted to be.

“Bridget,” he said softly, “you could at least flirt back. Don’t make me look like I’m keeping you on a leash.”

Her pulse roared in her ears. She took a sip of champagne, wetting her lips, and turned back to David. “So… do you always greet new members this way?”

David’s grin widened, his eyes sparkling. “Only when they’re worth it.” His gaze swept her body again, slow and deliberate. “And you’re worth every second.”

Charles leaned in, lowering his voice. “Wait until after dinner, sweetheart. That’s when things get… interesting.”

Frank laughed, loud and genuine, and kissed Bridget on the cheek in front of them all. “See? They’re already fighting over you.”

Bridget swallowed hard, the heat between her thighs growing unbearable. She was surrounded, cornered by smiles that promised things she wasn’t sure she was ready for—but part of her wanted it. God help her, she wanted it.

A hand slid around Bridget’s arm, tugging her gently out of the circle of men. Clarissa’s voice purred in her ear. “Careful, darling. If you stand there much longer, they’ll eat you alive before dessert.”

Bridget let herself be led toward the edge of the lounge, her breath shaky, her skin prickling with heat. She glanced back—Frank was still with the men, laughing easily, as if nothing about this unnerved him. As if he wanted her surrounded.

Clarissa pressed a fresh glass of champagne into her hand and tilted her head. “How does it feel? Knowing half the room is hard for you already?”

Bridget nearly choked on her drink. “Clarissa⁠—”

“Oh, don’t play coy.” Clarissa’s eyes glittered. “It’s what the club is. Men want to take. Wives want to be taken. We dress for it, we drink for it, and after dark…” She paused, a smile curving her lips, “…we stop pretending.”

Bridget’s stomach flipped. She looked down at her glass, her pulse hammering, unsure whether she should laugh, deny, or confess how the words made her ache.

Clarissa leaned closer, her perfume sharp and dizzying. “You’ll see soon enough. Just don’t be surprised when Frank hands you over with a smile. That’s how it works here.”

Bridget’s knees trembled. She turned her head, eyes finding Frank across the room. He was already watching her, gaze dark and unreadable. When he raised his glass in a slow, deliberate toast, her breath caught in her throat.

Clarissa’s fingers squeezed her arm. “Breathe, darling. It’s only the beginning.”


CHAPTER FOUR




Bridget slipped into the shadowed corner near a tall window, the cool glass against her back grounding her for the first time all evening. Her heart still thumped from Clarissa’s words, and her skin buzzed as if every stare had left a fingerprint.

Frank found her there, two fresh drinks in hand. He passed her one, then leaned against the wall beside her, casual, at ease, as if this were their living room instead of a den of wolves.

“You disappeared,” he said, his voice low, warm. “Couldn’t take all the staring?”

She took a quick sip, avoiding his eyes. “It’s… overwhelming.”

“Overwhelming,” he repeated, as though tasting the word. He angled toward her, close enough that his breath brushed her cheek. “Tell me the truth. You like it.”

Her stomach knotted. “Frank…”

“You do,” he pressed. His hand found her hip, thumb stroking the thin silk there. “The way your nipples are hard through that dress? The way your thighs keep pressing together? You love it. You love them wanting you.”

Heat shot straight between her legs. She tried to look away, but his fingers slid higher, teasing just below her ribs.

“Say it,” he murmured, eyes locked on hers. “Say you like it.”

Her chest rose and fell too fast, her drink trembling in her hand. She thought of David’s polished grin, Charles’s low voice, the younger man who promised to “take care of her.” She thought of how her body had answered every look.

Finally, she whispered, “I… like it.”

Frank’s grin spread slow and satisfied. He brushed his lips against her ear. “Good girl. Then let’s give them more to look at.”

He took her hand, tugging her back toward the crowd, her pulse hammering, her body already betraying her with how wet she was.

The band in the corner shifted into a sultry swing number, couples drifting toward the dance floor. Dresses shimmered, heels clicked, men’s hands found the smalls of their wives’ backs. The air thickened with the pulse of music and the warm hum of alcohol.

“Dance with me,” Frank said, already tugging her glass away and setting it on a passing tray.

Bridget shook her head, heat rushing to her cheeks. “Not here. Everyone’s⁠—”

“Watching?” He grinned. “Exactly.”

Before she could protest, his hand caught hers and pulled her onto the polished floor. The red silk clung to her thighs as he spun her beneath the chandelier light. The neckline plunged dangerously as her body turned, and she swore she heard a murmur ripple through the crowd.

Frank pulled her close, his hand firm against the bare skin of her back, guiding her in time with the music. “You feel that?” he whispered against her temple. “Every eye in this room is on you right now.”

She dared a glance over his shoulder. He wasn’t exaggerating. Men at the bar had turned to watch. A pair of wives whispered, glancing at her dress with a mix of envy and judgment. One man on the sidelines—Charles—lifted his whiskey glass toward her in a subtle salute, his gaze locked on her ass as Frank dipped her low.

Her breath caught as the hem of her dress slid scandalously high, baring the tops of her thighs. She clung to Frank, dizzy with nerves, but her body thrummed with a rush that was part fear, part need.

Frank straightened her, his hand slipping down her spine to the very edge of silk. “Smile,” he murmured. “They’re already imagining what I see every night.”

Her cheeks burned, but her lips curved without permission. She swayed against him, the music carrying her, the weight of every gaze making her wetter than she wanted to admit.

When the song ended, applause scattered lightly across the floor, but Bridget knew it wasn’t for the band. It was for the show she’d just given.

Frank kissed her cheek and whispered, “Now let’s see who’s bold enough to come claim you first.”

The band barely struck the first notes of the next song when a hand tapped Frank’s shoulder.

“Mind if I cut in?” David asked, his smile all charm, his eyes locked firmly on Bridget.

Frank didn’t hesitate. He slipped his hand from Bridget’s back and gestured with mock gallantry. “She’s all yours.”

Bridget’s stomach flipped. She opened her mouth to protest, but David was already sliding into place, his palm warm at her waist, drawing her close.

“You dance beautifully,” he murmured, steering her in smooth circles. His cologne wrapped around her, heady and masculine. “But I’ll bet you look even better pressed against glass.”

Her knees weakened. “David…”

He only smiled, his grip firm, guiding her in a slow turn that exposed her back fully to the room. She felt every pair of eyes searing into her bare skin, her hem riding higher with each step.

Across the floor, Frank leaned against the bar, relaxed, sipping his drink. His eyes gleamed with approval as he watched her in another man’s arms. He raised his glass in a lazy salute that said, I told you this is what I wanted.

The song shifted and another hand brushed her elbow. Charles, silver hair gleaming, slipped smoothly between her and David with a grin. “My turn.”

David relinquished her without fuss, but not without a lingering stroke down her arm.

Charles’s touch was heavier, more possessive. “I’ve been waiting for this all night,” he rumbled, his hand daringly low on her back. “Your husband has no idea how dangerous it is to let you out of his arms.”

Her breath hitched. “He knows exactly.”

Charles’s grin widened, teeth flashing. “Even better.” He spun her, the movement sending her hemline up so high she gasped, clutching the fabric down as men around the floor chuckled knowingly.

When the song ended, Charles kissed her hand with old-fashioned flair, but his eyes were anything but gentlemanly. “Save me another dance, sweetheart. I’ll make it worth your while.”

Before she could answer, yet another man stepped in, younger this time, his gaze hot and direct. He didn’t bother asking Frank—just took her hand and pulled her close.

And Bridget realized with a rush of heat that she wasn’t being asked anymore. She was being claimed.

The music shifted again, and Bridget found herself breathless, cheeks flushed, her body still humming from one pair of hands after another. She barely had time to catch her breath before Frank was there, sliding in smooth as if he’d been waiting for the perfect beat.

His hand wrapped around her waist, pulling her close, reclaiming her in front of the crowd. His mouth dipped to her ear. “You’re shaking,” he murmured, his voice thick with heat. “And it’s not from the dancing.”

Bridget’s lips parted, but no words came. She was trembling—every nerve raw, every muscle tight with a hunger she couldn’t admit aloud.

Frank’s thumb stroked her hip, just beneath the dip of silk. “Do you know how wet you are right now?”

She gasped softly, glancing around, terrified someone had heard him. “Frank…”

“Don’t pretend.” His lips grazed her ear, his breath hot. “I saw your face when David pressed against you. When Charles spun you. When that kid pulled you close without even asking. You loved it. Every second.”

Her thighs pressed together, her core aching, slick with need. She tried to shake her head, but Frank tilted her chin up with a finger, forcing her to meet his gaze.

“Say it,” he demanded, low enough that only she could hear. “Say you liked being passed from man to man. Say you liked being theirs, even for a song.”

Her heart pounded against her ribs. She should deny it. She should laugh it off. But her lips trembled, the truth slipping free in a whisper.

“I… liked it.”

Frank’s grin spread slow and dark, pride and hunger all in one. He kissed her cheek, deliberately in full view of the men watching, and whispered, “Good girl. And this is only the beginning.”

As the song ended, applause rippled again across the dance floor, but Bridget barely heard it. Her entire body was already begging for more.


CHAPTER FIVE




The music faded into background hum as Bridget stepped off the dance floor, her legs shaky, her body still tingling from being passed from hand to hand. She was reaching for another glass of champagne when Clarissa appeared at her side again, eyes glinting like she knew exactly what Bridget was feeling.

“Careful, darling,” Clarissa purred, looping her arm through Bridget’s. “You keep letting them spin you around like that, and someone’s going to make a claim before dessert.”

Bridget’s cheeks flamed. “They’re just dancing.”

Clarissa laughed softly, the sound rich and knowing. “That’s what you tell yourself the first time. But around here, the dance is just foreplay.”

Bridget’s breath caught. She glanced toward Frank—he was still at the bar, chatting easily with Martin and Charles, his eyes flicking to her now and then, always calm, always approving.

Clarissa leaned closer, her perfume dizzying. “You’ve heard the rumors, haven’t you? What happens after the sun goes down.”

Bridget swallowed hard, her throat dry. “Rumors.”

“Not rumors.” Clarissa’s smile widened. “Tradition. The club has its own little… after-hours etiquette. Wives become community property. Husbands share, men circle, women choose. And everyone wakes up the next morning with a new secret and a bigger smile.”

Bridget’s heart thudded. “That can’t be⁠—”

“Oh, but it is.” Clarissa’s eyes sparkled as she lifted Bridget’s hand, brushing her fingers over the thin silk of her skirt. “That’s why the dresses are shorter after dark. That’s why no one minds if a hand lingers too long. This isn’t golf and tea, sweetheart. It’s a feast. And tonight, you’re on the menu.”

Bridget’s knees weakened, a rush of heat flooding between her thighs. She wanted to deny it, to laugh, to call Clarissa outrageous—but her body already knew the truth. She’d felt it in every hand on her waist, every bold stare, every whispered promise.

Frank appeared then, sliding smoothly back into place at her side. He pressed a kiss to her cheek, his eyes gleaming with dark satisfaction. “She’s catching on,” he murmured to Clarissa. “Aren’t you, Bridget?”

Bridget’s lips trembled, but no words came. Her body answered for her, the silk of her dress sticking damp against her thighs.
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The drive home was a blur of headlights and silence. Bridget sat pressed against the cool leather, her thighs tight together, her clutch clutched in her lap like a shield. Clarissa’s words echoed with every heartbeat. Wives become community property. Tonight, you’re on the menu.

Frank drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting lazily on her bare thigh. His touch wasn’t demanding, just there, heavy, reminding her of everything she couldn’t forget.

Finally, Bridget broke. “Frank… is it true? What she said?”

He didn’t look at her, just smirked at the road ahead. “You tell me. Didn’t it feel true?”

Her throat went dry. She shifted in her seat, the silk of her dress damp and clinging between her legs.

“You liked it,” he pressed, his thumb stroking her skin. “Being passed from man to man. Knowing they wanted you. Hearing them whisper what they’d do to you if I let them.”

Bridget gasped softly, her chest rising and falling too fast. “It was just dancing.”

Frank finally turned his head, his eyes dark, gleaming. “No. It was the beginning.”

She swallowed hard, heat flooding her cheeks, her body betraying her all over again. She turned her face to the window, desperate for cool air, but the truth burned inside her. She wanted more. She wanted to know what came after the dancing.

When Frank’s hand slid higher, brushing the edge of her panties, she didn’t stop him. She couldn’t.

The car was dark except for the glow of the dash lights. Bridget turned toward him, her voice unsteady. “You knew.”

Frank’s lips curved into the faintest smile. He didn’t answer right away, just shifted gears, his hand sliding back to her thigh.

“Frank.” Her voice sharpened, half a whisper, half a plea. “You knew about the… the rules. The wives. All of it.”

His eyes flicked to hers, steady and calm. “Of course I knew.”

Her stomach twisted. She pressed back against the seat, staring at him. “And you didn’t tell me?”

“I wanted you to feel it for yourself,” he said simply, as if it were obvious. “To see their eyes on you. To hear the way they talked. If I told you, you’d have brushed it off. You had to feel it.”

Her pulse hammered. Anger flared—sharp, hot—but it tangled with something else, something heavier. The memory of David’s hand at her waist. Charles’s low voice. The younger man’s brazen grin. The look in Frank’s eyes when he watched her from the bar.

“You let me walk in there blind,” she whispered, her throat tight. “You let me be… prey.”

Frank’s hand squeezed her thigh, firm. “I let you be wanted. And you loved it.”

Her breath caught, fury and arousal colliding so hard it made her dizzy. She hated that he was right. She hated that her body was soaking through her panties just remembering it.

“You bastard,” she whispered, her voice breaking.

His grin widened, slow and dark. “Maybe. But you’re wet because of it.”

Her face burned, her thighs pressing tighter, the silk of her dress sticking to her skin. She turned to the window, trying to breathe, trying to calm the ache building low in her belly. But there was no calming it. She was furious, humiliated, and desperately, unbearably turned on.

They barely made it through the front door before Frank had her pressed against it, his mouth on her throat, his hands tugging up her dress. Bridget gasped, clutching at him, her body already trembling with need.

“You’re mine,” he growled against her skin. “Even when they dance with you. Even when they circle you. You belong to me.”

His hand shoved her panties aside, fingers plunging into her wetness. She cried out, her head falling back against the door. “Oh God—Frank⁠—”

“Tell me what you were thinking,” he demanded, his voice low, rough. “When David had his hand on your back. When Charles spun you and lifted your dress. When that boy pulled you in so close you could feel his cock.”

Her nails dug into his shoulders, her body bucking against his hand. “I—” Her words broke into a moan as his thumb rubbed hard against her clit. “I thought about them touching me.”

He bit her lip, then shoved inside her in one hard thrust, making her cry out. “Say it again.”

She clung to him, panting, her body burning. “I thought about them touching me. I wanted it—God, I wanted it.”

Frank groaned, driving into her harder, faster, each thrust sending shockwaves through her. “That’s my slut. Getting wet from their eyes, begging for their hands.”

Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and raw. She screamed against his shoulder, her body shaking as he pounded into her. And as the climax tore her apart, her mind betrayed her completely—she didn’t see Frank’s face. She saw strangers’ hands. Strangers’ eyes. Strangers’ cocks.

When Frank came with a guttural groan, filling her, she was still shuddering, still clutching him like a lifeline, her body wrecked and her mind spinning.

They collapsed onto the couch, sweaty and gasping, the red dress tangled around her waist.

Bridget buried her face in his chest, her voice a broken whisper. “What are we doing?”

Frank stroked her hair, his chest still heaving. “Exactly what we’re supposed to.”


CHAPTER SIX




The following evening, Bridget’s heels clicked against the marble floor as she and Frank walked into the lounge once more. The moment she stepped inside, conversation seemed to pause, eyes locking on her like a spotlight had hit. Tonight she wore black—short, backless, the silk clinging to every curve. Her nerves buzzed, but beneath them was a throb of excitement that hadn’t let up since last night’s frantic sex.

“Round two,” Frank murmured at her ear, his hand firm on her back. “Look at them already circling.”

He wasn’t wrong. Before they even reached the bar, David was there, cutting across the room like he’d been waiting all night. “Mrs. Chambers,” he greeted smoothly, his eyes dragging down her body. “If I say you look even more sinful than last night, will your husband hit me?”

Frank chuckled, lifting his glass in salute. “Not a chance. He’ll probably thank you.”

Bridget’s cheeks flamed, but David’s grin only widened. He leaned closer, his voice dropping. “Then I’ll say it. You look fuckable.”

Her breath caught. She should have been offended, but her thighs pressed together at the rawness of it.

Charles appeared at her other side, whiskey in hand. “Careful, David, I called her first. Told her I’d make it worth her while.” He turned his gaze to Frank. “You’re a generous man, letting us talk to her like this.”

Frank’s smile didn’t falter. “She deserves the attention.”

Bridget’s stomach knotted, half with nerves, half with a hot, guilty thrill. Men were gathering—Martin, the silver-haired elder, the young one from the night before—all of them circling, glasses raised, smiles too sharp. Compliments layered over one another, each bolder than the last:

“You’d look better on my lap.”

“I’ve got a room upstairs that needs christening.”

“Bet that dress is begging to be ruined.”

Her head spun, her body heating under the weight of their words. She looked at Frank, desperate for rescue, but his eyes only gleamed darker, prouder.

“Which one makes you the wettest, Bridget?” he asked softly, his lips brushing her ear.

Her knees trembled. She couldn’t answer. But her body already had.

Bridget’s pulse hammered in her ears. The men’s voices blended into a low, hungry hum, their eyes devouring her, their words sharper than champagne bubbles on her tongue. She gripped her glass tighter, desperate for something solid.

Frank leaned in, his hand brushing the curve of her ass through silk. “Don’t just stand there, baby. Say something back. Show them what I already know.”

Her breath caught. “Frank, I⁠—”

“Trust me.” His lips grazed her ear, his voice steady and low. “You’ll like it.”

Her body was trembling, but when she lifted her eyes to David’s, she felt a flicker of something hot and dangerous. Her lips curved in a shaky smile.

“Maybe you’re right,” she murmured, her voice soft but carrying enough for the circle to hear. “Maybe this dress does need ruining.”

A ripple of laughter and groans passed through the men, sharp and approving. David’s grin turned wicked, his hand flexing like he wanted to reach for her.

“Careful,” Charles said with a low chuckle, stepping closer, his gaze sliding over Bridget’s thighs. “Say things like that and one of us might just take you up on it right here.”

Bridget’s cheeks burned, but her body throbbed, slick and eager. She turned her head toward Frank, expecting him to stop it. Instead, he smirked into his drink, his eyes locked on her.

“Go on,” he urged, his voice a low rumble just for her. “Give them another.”

Her chest rose and fell too fast. She looked at the younger man, the one who had danced with her last night without permission. His eyes were wide, hungry, waiting.

“Maybe I should let one of you take me for a spin upstairs,” she said, her voice trembling but clear. “Just to see what the rooms are like.”

The circle erupted—low whistles, murmurs, hands brushing her arm, her back. Heat pressed in from every direction.

Frank kissed her temple, his smile broad and proud. “That’s my girl,” he whispered. “Now they know what I already do—you like being wanted.”

Bridget’s knees threatened to buckle, the ache between her legs unbearable. She was terrified and drunk on it all at once.

The laughter and murmurs swirled around her, men leaning closer, brushing her arms, their eyes openly devouring her. Bridget felt like the center of gravity in the room, every gaze pulling at her, every word making her pulse throb harder.

Frank stood tall at her side, calm as ever, sipping his drink like this was exactly what he’d come for. His hand stayed firm on her back, steady and claiming, yet never pulling her away.

David broke the hum of voices, his grin sharper than ever. He leaned in, eyes locked on Bridget, then flicked them toward Frank. “She’s incredible. You can’t blame us for circling. But I’ll ask what the rest of them are too cowardly to—” He paused, letting the weight of his words settle, then said it clearly. “Can I be the first?”

The air shifted. The men stilled, their eyes darting between Frank and Bridget, waiting.

Bridget froze, her breath caught in her throat, the world tilting beneath her heels. She wanted to speak, to deny, to laugh—but her mouth stayed dry, her body slick and trembling.

Frank’s lips curved into the faintest smile as he set his empty glass on the bar. His hand slid lower on her back, his thumb brushing the edge of her ass.

He didn’t answer. Not yet.

And that silence was enough to make Bridget’s whole body shudder.


CHAPTER SEVEN




The air was thick with tension, the hum of conversation from the rest of the lounge fading to nothing. David’s words still hung between them like smoke: Can I be the first?

Bridget’s heart hammered against her ribs. She couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe. Every man in the circle was watching Frank now, waiting to see if he would laugh it off, get angry, or⁠—

Frank’s lips curved into a slow, deliberate smile. He slipped his arm more firmly around Bridget’s waist, tugging her close until the red heat of her blush burned against his shoulder. Then he said clearly, his voice steady and proud, “Yes.”

The sound seemed to echo, louder than music, louder than laughter. Bridget gasped, her body trembling from head to toe.

David’s grin widened, wicked and triumphant. “Then let’s find someplace more comfortable.” His hand brushed down Bridget’s bare arm, lingering. “The billiards room?”

Charles let out a low chuckle. “Good choice. Velvet always looks better when it’s wet.”

A ripple of laughter passed through the men, sharp and knowing. Bridget’s knees nearly buckled, her body so hot she felt like she might combust. She turned to Frank, desperate, silently begging for rescue.

But Frank only brushed his lips against her temple and whispered, “Go on, baby. Let them see what I see every night.”

Her chest rose and fell in quick, shallow gasps as David took her hand. The crowd parted as he led her toward the dark double doors at the back of the lounge. Frank followed, his stride relaxed, his eyes gleaming. The other men trailed after, anticipation thick in the air.

The billiards room was dimly lit, the heavy green velvet table glowing beneath the brass lamps. Cues rested against the wall, the faint smell of whiskey and chalk hanging in the air. David turned her toward it, his grin sharp as he pressed her against the table’s edge.

Bridget’s palms splayed against the velvet, her body trembling. The fabric was cool under her skin, but between her thighs, she was dripping heat. Behind her, she felt Frank’s presence—steady, watching, approving.

David leaned close, his lips brushing her ear. “You ready to give us a real show?”

Bridget’s fingers curled into the velvet, the fabric rough beneath her palms. Her dress rode high as she bent forward, the cool air of the room brushing the bare skin of her thighs. She tried to breathe, but the silence was thick, every sound amplified: the clink of ice in a glass, the shuffle of shoes against the floor, the low hum of men breathing harder than they should.

David’s hand slid up her back, slow and possessive, until his palm pressed between her shoulder blades, holding her down. “Look at her,” he murmured, his voice carrying. “She’s already shaking.”

Behind her, a chorus of low chuckles and groans answered.

Charles stepped closer, circling like a predator, his whiskey still in hand. “Christ, that ass,” he muttered, his eyes raking over her curves. “You bend her over like that, Frank, and you really expect us to keep our hands to ourselves?”

Frank leaned against the wall, relaxed, his eyes never leaving Bridget. “I expect you to enjoy her,” he said smoothly. “That’s why we’re here.”

A younger man let out a rough laugh, his hand already stroking himself through his slacks. “Fuck, I can’t wait. Look at how wet she is already—she’s soaking the velvet.”

Bridget’s face burned hot. She could feel it, the slickness dripping down her thighs, the humiliating proof of her arousal plain for them all to see. Her breath hitched when another man moved closer, his hand brushing along her calf, fingers teasing just under her hem before pulling back.

“Can I be next?” he asked, his voice thick.

“Not until I’ve had her,” David growled, sliding his hand lower, cupping Bridget’s ass. He gave it a sharp squeeze that made her gasp. “But don’t worry—you’ll all get a turn.”

The words sent a shiver through her so intense she nearly collapsed against the table. The sound of zippers filled the room now, low groans as men freed themselves, cocks thick and heavy in their hands, stroking as they watched her bent over and waiting.

Frank pushed off the wall and came up behind her, his hand sliding into her hair. He leaned down, his mouth hot at her ear. “Listen to them, Bridget. Stroking their cocks while they stare at you. They’re not imagining it anymore. They’re about to take you. And I’m going to watch every second.”

Her knees trembled, her pussy clenching around nothing, aching to be filled. She whimpered, a sound low and desperate, and the room erupted with dark laughter and groans.

David’s zipper rasped open, the sound final, inevitable.

“Time to see how sweet she tastes,” he said, nudging her legs wider with his knee.

Bridget’s pulse thundered so loud she thought it might drown out everything else. Her breath came in shallow gasps, her cheek pressed to the velvet, the faint smell of chalk and whiskey filling her lungs. The men’s voices swirled around her, deep and eager, their laughter edged with hunger. Every sound—the wet slap of hands stroking cocks, the zip of trousers falling open—shot sparks straight to her core.

Her mind screamed that this was insane, that she should pull her dress down, push David away, run straight out of the room. But her body betrayed her at every turn. Her nipples ached against the thin silk, her pussy so wet she could feel it dripping down her thighs.

They’re going to use me. The thought hit her with a force that made her shudder. They’re going to use me while Frank watches.

Heat coiled in her belly, sharp and undeniable. She should have been ashamed, humiliated, terrified—but all she felt was dizzying arousal.

She dared a glance over her shoulder. The sight stole her breath: men ringed the table, suits undone, cocks out, fists pumping slow and steady as their eyes devoured her bent, exposed body. Their faces gleamed with lust, with anticipation. Not a single one of them was pretending this was polite society anymore.

Her gaze locked on Frank. He stood just beyond them, glass in hand, calm as ever, his eyes burning into hers. No shame, no hesitation—just pride, possession, hunger.

And that was the moment it clicked.

She wasn’t a victim here. She was the prize. The feast Clarissa had promised.

Her thighs trembled, her pussy clenched, and she let her forehead rest against the velvet with a soft, broken moan.

I’m going to let them fuck me. And I’m going to love it.

David’s cock brushed against her inner thigh, heavy and hard, slick with his own precum. His hand spread her wider, his voice low and certain. “She’s ready.”

The room answered with a chorus of groans.

David positioned himself behind her, his hand gripping her hip tight enough to bruise. Bridget’s breath hitched as the swollen head of his cock pressed against her slick folds, nudging, teasing, dragging through her wetness. The velvet beneath her palms grew damp with her own arousal, her body betraying her as much as her mind.

“Beg for it,” David murmured, his voice low and rough, his cock sliding just at her entrance.

Her throat clenched. The words stuck.

Frank’s hand fisted in her hair, tugging her head back until she gasped. His lips brushed her ear, his voice a dark growl. “Do it, Bridget. Beg him. Show them all how much you want this.”

Her eyes squeezed shut, her body trembling, and the confession slipped out, raw and breathless. “Please. Please fuck me.”

The room erupted with groans, hands stroking faster, voices muttering filth as David thrust forward, burying himself inside her in one hard, claiming stroke.

Bridget cried out, her body arching against the table, the stretch burning and blinding with pleasure. She clenched around him, her walls gripping his cock as he sank deep, filling her in ways she hadn’t expected.

“God, she’s tight,” David groaned, his hips slamming forward again. His pace was relentless, each thrust pushing her harder into the velvet, the sound of wet skin and muffled moans filling the room.

Bridget’s nails dug into the felt, her moans spilling freely now, raw and unrestrained. The shame of being used in front of them all only fed her arousal. Each gasp, each cry, only made the men stroke faster, their groans echoing around her.

Frank leaned down, his mouth hot against her ear, whispering filth she’d never thought she’d hear from her husband. “That’s it, baby. Take his cock. Show them how good you fuck. Let them see you’re my perfect slut.”

Her climax built sharp and fast, unstoppable. Her body shook, cunt clenching hard around David as she screamed against the velvet, her orgasm ripping through her like fire.

David grunted, slamming deep, filling her with heat before pulling out, her pussy gaping and dripping as he stepped back.

The next man was already moving forward.

Bridget’s body was still quaking from the shock of release, her breath ragged against the velvet. David’s heat still dripped from her as he stepped back, his grin satisfied, his cock glistening in his hand.

Before she could catch her breath, another shadow loomed.

“Scott,” someone muttered with approval. “Your turn.”

A tall man stepped forward, his tie loosened, his cock already hard in his fist. His eyes locked on Bridget, dark and hungry.

She whimpered, her thighs trembling, but Frank was there—his hand slipping into hers, steady and firm, grounding her even as she shook.

“Panties off,” Scott said, his voice low and certain.

Bridget felt Frank’s fingers brush at her hip, tugging the damp silk aside, baring her completely. The cool air hit her soaked cunt, making her gasp.

Frank leaned down, his lips brushing her ear, his hand still locked in hers. “Take a breath, baby. The night isn’t over.”

Her pulse thundered, her body clenching with fresh need, and as Scott stepped closer, cock in hand, the room fell silent in anticipation.


CHAPTER EIGHT




The room pulsed with heat and silence, every man’s attention locked on Bridget’s trembling body draped over the velvet table. Her panties were tugged aside, her cunt glistening in the low light. She gripped Frank’s hand, her knuckles white, her body quivering with anticipation and fear.

Scott didn’t rush. He stroked himself as he circled closer, his eyes dragging over her curves like he was savoring every inch. “Goddamn,” he muttered, his voice husky, “she’s dripping for me already.”

A low chorus of groans rose around the table, men stroking faster at the sight of her exposed and wet.

Scott pressed the swollen head of his cock against her folds, dragging it slow from her clit to her soaked entrance, smearing her arousal along his length. Bridget whimpered, jerking her hips despite herself, her body aching for more.

“Patience,” Scott murmured, teasing her slit, pushing just enough to part her but not sink in. “I want to hear her beg first.”

Her thighs shook, the velvet rough under her cheek as she gasped, “Please. Please don’t make me wait.”

Frank’s grip on her hand tightened, his lips brushing her ear. “That’s it, baby. Tell him what you want. Say you want his cock inside you.”

Her face burned, but the ache between her legs tore the words free. “I want it. I want your cock. Now.”

Scott groaned low, satisfied, and thrust forward, burying himself inside her in one hard, claiming stroke.

Bridget cried out, her body arching, walls clenching around his thickness as the room erupted with groans of approval.

Scott sank deep inside her and stilled, his hips pressed flush against her ass. He let out a low groan, savoring the tight clutch of her pussy, and stayed there, buried, making her wait.

“God, she’s squeezing the life out of me,” he muttered, his hand spreading across her lower back, holding her in place. “You feel that, Frank? She’s milking my cock already.”

Bridget whimpered, her walls fluttering around him, desperate for more. She tried to rock back, to grind against him, but Scott only chuckled and pulled out slowly, dragging every inch of himself from her slick heat before pushing in again, deeper this time.

Around the table, the men groaned, hands stroking their cocks as they watched her squirm.

“Look at her—can’t even wait for it,” Charles taunted, his fist working faster. “She’s begging with her whole body.”

David leaned on the edge of the table, eyes locked on where Scott’s cock disappeared inside her. “Told you she was a slut the second I saw her. Just needed the right push.”

Bridget’s face burned, humiliation and arousal tangling in her chest. Each slow thrust wrung another moan from her lips, the velvet muffling her cries.

Frank crouched beside her, brushing her hair from her damp forehead. His voice was soft but firm. “Let them hear you, baby. Don’t hide it. Tell them how good it feels.”

Her voice cracked, trembling. “It… it feels so good.”

Scott groaned, dragging his cock almost all the way out, then sliding back in inch by inch. “Tighter than I ever imagined. She’s going to make me lose it if I don’t pace myself.”

The men laughed, filthy and eager, their voices a chorus of taunts.

“Stretch her wide, Scott.”

“Don’t go easy on her—make her scream.”

“Save some for the rest of us.”

Every word poured over Bridget, every thrust building her higher, her body betraying her shame with slick, hungry sounds that filled the room.

Scott’s control frayed with every squeeze of Bridget’s cunt around him. His groans grew louder, rougher, his hands tightening on her hips until his fingers dug deep into her skin.

“Fuck it,” he growled, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, hard enough to make the table jolt beneath her.

Bridget cried out, her voice breaking, the sharp slap of his hips against her ass echoing through the room. Scott set a brutal rhythm, each thrust fast and deep, filling her again and again until she was gasping into the velvet, her body bucking helplessly beneath him.

“Jesus Christ,” David muttered, stroking himself as he leaned closer for a better view. “Listen to her—she’s losing it.”

“Take it, Bridget,” Frank urged, still clutching her hand, his voice hot and fierce at her ear. “Take his cock. Show them how hungry you are.”

“I—oh God—I can’t—” Her words splintered into a desperate moan as Scott pounded her harder, the sound of wet, relentless thrusts filling the air.

Charles laughed, his cock slick in his fist. “She’s fucking dripping. Scott’s going to drown in her.”

Scott grunted, his pace savage now, driving into her with abandon. “You’re mine for this moment, sweetheart. And I’m going to make sure they all remember the sounds you make.”

Bridget’s nails clawed at the velvet as her body broke open, orgasm tearing through her like lightning. She screamed, raw and shameless, her pussy clenching tight around Scott’s cock. The room erupted with groans, fists stroking faster, men muttering curses and promises as they watched her unravel.

“Good girl,” Frank whispered, pride thick in his voice, kissing her damp temple as she shook beneath Scott’s thrusts. “That’s my perfect fucking slut.”

Scott gave a final, shuddering groan, slamming deep as his release flooded her. He lingered inside for a beat, his chest heaving, then pulled out, leaving her dripping, open, her body still convulsing with aftershocks.

Before she could collapse, another voice cut through the haze.

“My turn.”

Bridget’s body was still trembling, her thighs quaking, her pussy slick and gaping from Scott’s release when another shadow loomed over her.

“Move aside,” a younger voice said, husky with want. “She’s ready for me now.”

Scott chuckled, stepping back, his cock still wet in his hand as he gave her ass a parting slap. “Don’t take too long, Bobby. She’s a goddamn feast.”

Bobby was younger than the others, his tie hanging loose, his sleeves rolled, his cock already hard and dripping. His eyes burned as he looked down at her, and for a fleeting second, Bridget thought she saw something softer in them—excitement mixed with awe.

He stroked himself as he stepped closer, lining up behind her. “I’ve dreamed about something like this,” he admitted under his breath. “But I never thought it would be this good. You’re perfect, Bridget.”

Her cheeks flamed at hearing her name on his lips, but her body clenched in eager anticipation. She wanted to deny it, to pretend she wasn’t soaking wet and begging for more—but the truth burst out before she could stop it.

“I never thought it would feel this good either,” she whispered hoarsely. “But I love it.”

The men groaned at her confession, fists pumping faster.

Frank squeezed her hand, his voice proud and rough in her ear. “That’s it, baby. Admit it. Tell them how much you love being used.”

Her voice cracked with a moan as Bobby pressed into her, stretching her open again, filling her inch by inch until she cried out. “I love it. God, I love it!”

Bobby’s rhythm started fast, desperate, his hips slapping against her ass as he drove into her again and again. He groaned with every thrust, his voice thick with awe. “So fucking wet. So tight. You were made for this.”

Bridget’s nails tore at the velvet as pleasure surged through her, stronger than ever. She’d thought she might feel shame. She’d thought she might break. But instead, she was flying—her body alive in a way she’d never dreamed, every thrust, every taunt, every hand stroking in the shadows feeding her hunger.

Her cries grew louder, shameless, echoing through the billiards room. She didn’t care who heard. She didn’t care who watched. She wanted it—wanted them—wanted all of it.

And for the first time, she admitted it fully to herself: she was enjoying every filthy second.

Bobby’s thrusts came fast and hungry, his hands gripping Bridget’s hips as though he couldn’t get close enough. Every stroke hit deeper, harder, the sound of wet flesh slapping echoing against the paneled walls.

Bridget’s breath came in ragged cries, her body already raw from Scott’s pounding, yet Bobby drove her higher with every desperate push. His cock dragged through her slickness, filling her, stretching her, making her quake.

“Jesus, she’s gripping me like she doesn’t want to let go,” Bobby groaned, his voice hoarse with need. “She’s gonna make me lose it.”

Bridget’s forehead pressed to the velvet, her nails clawing deep grooves into the fabric. Her moans were loud now, shameless, echoing with every thrust. She couldn’t hold back, not with Frank’s voice low and hot in her ear.

“Come for him, baby,” Frank urged, his hand tight around hers. “Let them all hear how much you love it. Show them you were made for this.”

Her whole body arched, the heat in her belly snapping all at once. She screamed, raw and unrestrained, as her orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clamped down around Bobby’s cock, milking him, squeezing every thrust as he slammed into her harder.

“Fuck!” Bobby groaned, pounding through her climax, his own voice breaking as he spilled into her, his cock jerking deep inside.

Bridget convulsed beneath him, gasping, shaking, her thighs slick with cum and sweat. Every nerve burned, every muscle trembled, her orgasm rolling in waves until she was left limp against the table, her dress bunched at her waist, her body glistening under the low lights.

The men groaned around her, stroking themselves harder at the sight, muttering curses and promises.

And through the haze of release, Bridget realized she wasn’t finished. Not even close. She wanted more. She wanted every cock in the room.

Bobby slipped out of her with a groan, his cum spilling warm down her thighs. He gave her ass a sharp slap, admiration thick in his voice. “Best fuck I’ve had in years.”

Bridget collapsed forward for a beat, her cheek pressed to the velvet, her body buzzing, slick and open. She was certain she couldn’t move, that her legs wouldn’t hold her, when the low sound of a zipper rasped nearby.

Another man stepped closer, stroking himself slow, thick in his hand. His eyes raked her trembling body. “She’s still hungry,” he said, voice husky with lust. “Look at her dripping, waiting.”

The others laughed and muttered their agreement, fists pumping faster, their cocks slick in the lamplight.

Bridget shuddered, a whimper escaping her lips. She wanted to deny it, to say she’d had enough—but her pussy clenched around nothing, aching, greedy for more. Her voice broke as she confessed, “I… I want it.”

Frank leaned down, kissing the sweat from her temple. His voice was low, proud. “That’s my girl. Tell them louder.”

Her cheeks burned, but her body overruled her shame. She lifted her head just enough, her voice trembling but clear. “I want another cock. Please.”

The room erupted—groans, curses, rough laughter. Hands reached for her, fingers brushing her hips, her back, her hair.

Frank squeezed her hand, steadying her as the next man pressed into position. “Open wider, baby,” he whispered. “The night’s only getting started.”

Bridget obeyed, spreading her legs as another thick cock nudged at her entrance, slick and ready.

And when he thrust into her, filling her again, she moaned loud and shameless, her body arching to welcome him.

he newest man hammered into her, his rhythm rough, his groans ragged as he used her soaked pussy. Each thrust jolted her forward against the velvet, her cries spilling louder, shameless, the sound mixing with the grunts and taunts of the circle.

Hands brushed her shoulders, her hair, her back. A cock slapped against her cheek, smearing precum across her flushed skin before pulling away again. Everywhere she turned, there were hard cocks, hungry eyes, eager voices.

“Take him deeper, sweetheart.”

“God, listen to her—she’s a born whore.”

“She wants us all. Can see it in her eyes.”

And the worst part—the part that made her clench tight around the cock driving into her—was that it was true.

Bridget moaned, arching back, every nerve on fire. She wasn’t just letting this happen. She was desperate for it. Hungry for it. She didn’t just want Frank’s permission. She didn’t just want to please him.

She wanted them. All of them.

The realization hit her like another climax, tearing a gasp from her throat as her body convulsed with the force of it. She buried her face in the velvet, shaking, trembling, as the truth burned hot inside her:

She craved being filled, used, passed around, claimed by every man in the room.

And nothing had ever felt so right.


CHAPTER NINE




Sunlight filtered through the blinds, soft and golden, cutting across the rumpled sheets. Bridget stirred, her body aching in places she didn’t know could ache, every muscle tender, her thighs still sticky from the night before. She shifted with a wince, a low groan escaping her throat.

Frank’s arm slid around her waist, pulling her back against his chest. His voice was rough with sleep but full of satisfaction. “Morning, baby.”

She buried her face in the pillow, heat creeping up her cheeks. “I can’t move.”

His chuckle rumbled against her back. “That’s because you were fucked half the night. You should’ve seen yourself. Begging, screaming, taking every inch they gave you.”

Her breath caught. Memories flashed in fragments—her body bent over the billiards table, cum dripping down her thighs, hands stroking her hair, voices praising her, cocks filling her one after another. She squeezed her eyes shut, shame and arousal colliding in her chest.

“I can’t believe I…” She swallowed hard. “I wanted them all.”

Frank’s hand slid lower, resting on her hip. “I know. I saw it. The way your eyes lit up. The way your pussy got tighter every time another man stepped up. You loved it.”

Her voice trembled. “Doesn’t it bother you? Watching them… watching me like that?”

He kissed her shoulder, his lips warm against her skin. “It makes me harder than anything else ever has. Knowing they want you. Knowing you take them while I watch. And knowing that no matter how many cocks are inside you, you’ll still come home to me.”

Bridget’s heart raced, her throat tight. She turned her head just enough to look at him, his eyes dark and steady. “I didn’t just like it, Frank. I needed it. I’ve never felt like that in my life.”

He smirked, pride gleaming. “Then we’ve only just started.”

Her body shivered at the promise, the ache between her thighs stirring again despite how sore she was. And for the first time, she admitted the truth out loud:

“I want more.”
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By mid-afternoon, the house was quiet. Frank had gone into his office to catch up on calls, and Bridget lingered in the kitchen, turning a half-empty coffee mug between her hands. The sunlight was too bright, almost accusing, spilling across the spotless counters and polished floors.

She’d showered—twice—but still felt marked. Her skin tingled where hands had held her down, her thighs tender where cocks had pounded into her. The bruises on her hips were proof she couldn’t scrub away. Every step made her body ache, and yet beneath the soreness lurked something worse: a restless throb of arousal that hadn’t faded.

She pressed the mug to her lips, but the taste of coffee did nothing to settle her stomach. Her reflection in the kitchen window caught her off guard—her own flushed face staring back at her, the ghost of the woman who’d moaned and begged in front of strangers.

She gripped the counter, her voice a whisper only she could hear. “What am I turning into?”

The memory of last night’s moans echoed in her ears. The way her body had clenched around Scott, how she’d screamed for Bobby, how she’d admitted—out loud—that she wanted them all. The shame burned hot, but underneath it was something worse: longing.

Her pussy clenched at the thought, dampness already slicking her panties. She hated herself for it, but she couldn’t deny it.

The sound of Frank’s footsteps broke her trance. He appeared in the doorway, sleeves rolled up, tie loose, a lazy smile on his lips. “You’ve been quiet.”

Bridget swallowed, her cheeks hot. “I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Frank leaned against the doorframe, watching her with steady eyes. “Good. That’s how it should be.”

Her voice cracked. “I don’t recognize myself, Frank. I’ve never wanted something so… filthy.”

He crossed the kitchen, cupping her chin, tilting her face up until she met his gaze. “You’re not broken, Bridget. You’re finally free. Last night wasn’t the end of something. It was the beginning.”

Her chest rose and fell fast, her stomach twisting with fear and desire. And deep down, she knew he was right.

Bridget pulled away from his touch and turned toward the sink, gripping the counter so hard her knuckles went white. “Frank, I should be disgusted with myself. With us. But I’m not. I can’t stop replaying it—every face, every cock, every filthy word they said to me. I close my eyes, and I’m right back there.”

Her voice trembled, but the ache between her thighs betrayed her. Shame prickled her skin, yet her nipples were hard under her blouse, her panties damp all over again.

Frank moved behind her, his arms slipping around her waist, his mouth brushing the side of her neck. “Why fight it? You loved it. That’s not weakness—it’s truth. You’ve been starving without even knowing it.”

Tears burned her eyes, though she wasn’t sure if they were from shame or relief. “What if I can’t stop? What if wanting more ruins us?”

His lips curved against her skin. “Bridget, it won’t ruin us. It’ll make us stronger. Because no matter how many men you take, you’re still mine.”

Her chest hitched, her throat tight. Part of her wanted to collapse into him, to believe him. Another part whispered that she was playing with fire—that this couldn’t end cleanly.

Frank’s hands slid lower, brushing her hips, his voice low and teasing. “And next time, it won’t just be the billiards room.”

She stiffened, her pulse spiking. “Frank…”

He grinned against her ear, savoring her reaction. “Imagine the dining room after hours. The locker room showers. Even the golf course at night, under the lights. Somewhere they can all see you, not just a handful of men.”

Her knees weakened, a flush racing over her body at the thought. The shame twisted tighter—but so did the arousal.

Frank kissed her shoulder, his voice soft but certain. “You’re not done, Bridget. You’re just getting started.”

She closed her eyes, trembling, her body betraying her once again with how wet she already was.

Bridget leaned against the counter, her body tense, her mind a storm. Frank’s words about locker rooms and golf courses still echoed in her head, equal parts terrifying and thrilling.

But then he turned her gently in his arms, cupping her face, forcing her to meet his eyes. The smirk was gone. What she saw now was steady, raw, unguarded.

“You think I want this because I don’t love you,” he said softly. “But it’s the opposite. I’ve never loved you more. Watching you come apart like that, hearing you moan for them… it wasn’t about losing you. It was about seeing all of you—every piece you’ve been hiding. That’s what makes me proud. That’s what makes me want you even more.”

Her throat tightened. Tears slipped free before she could stop them. “Frank…”

He kissed her, slow and deep, his thumb brushing away the tears on her cheek. “You’re mine, Bridget. Not because I keep you locked up, but because no matter how many men touch you, no one will ever own your heart but me.”

Her chest ached as relief and desire tangled inside her. She pressed into his kiss, trembling, letting herself believe him.

When they pulled apart, he rested his forehead against hers, his voice a whisper. “I love you. That’s why I can share you. Because nothing could ever take you away from me.”

Bridget shivered, the last of her resistance unraveling. For the first time since stepping into the club, she felt the truth of it settle deep inside her—this wasn’t just about lust. It was about trust, and love, and a hunger that belonged to them both.

And she realized she was ready for wherever it would take them next.


CHAPTER TEN




Bridget stood in front of the closet, dresses scattered across the bed in a riot of silk and sequins. Her fingers hovered over a midnight-blue slip dress—short, nearly backless, the kind of thing she’d once sworn she’d never wear outside a bedroom. Now, it didn’t feel like enough. Not for the country club. Not after what had happened in the billiards room.

Her stomach twisted as she picked it up, holding it against her body. The fabric was cool and sleek, but her palms were damp. She could still feel hands roaming her skin, hear the low groans of men stroking themselves, smell the mix of whiskey and sweat that had clung to the air. The memories made her thighs press together, heat flooding low in her belly.

She bit her lip and glanced at the mirror. Her reflection stared back: flushed cheeks, wide eyes, nipples already tightening against her camisole just from the thought of being back there.

What’s wrong with me? she thought, shame prickling across her skin. I should be horrified. But all I want is more.

Frank leaned against the doorway, arms folded, watching her with that steady, unreadable gaze. His tie was loose, his smile slow and warm.

“You’re overthinking,” he said. “Pick the dress that makes you wet just looking at it.”

Her cheeks burned. “They’ll stare at me no matter what I wear.”

“Good.” He stepped into the room, his hand trailing over the pile of discarded dresses before plucking up one—a daring emerald green with a plunging neckline that would bare most of her breasts. “Wear this. Let them see how much of you I get to claim every night.”

Bridget swallowed hard, her body betraying her as her pussy clenched at his words. She took the dress from his hands, her fingers trembling.

“Frank…” Her voice cracked. “I’m scared. But I’m so excited I can’t breathe.”

He brushed his knuckles along her cheek, his smile soft. “That’s exactly where I want you. Scared, excited, dripping for them.” His hand slid lower, cupping her ass through the thin fabric of her slip. “You’ll walk in there tonight, and every man will want you. And you’ll know you’re mine while they do.”

Bridget shivered, clutching the emerald silk to her chest. Her nerves and her arousal were hopelessly tangled, but one thing was certain: she was going back.

Bridget clutched the emerald dress to her chest, her pulse racing. She meant to turn and hang it on the hook, but Frank was already behind her, his hands slipping around her waist, pulling her back against his body.

“You’re trembling,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. “That’s not fear—it’s your body begging me to get you ready.”

Before she could reply, his hand slid beneath her camisole, cupping her breast. She gasped, the fabric slipping from her hands to the floor as his thumb rolled over her nipple. Her knees weakened instantly.

“Frank, we’ll be late,” she whispered, though her voice was shaky.

He pressed his cock against her ass, already hard through his slacks. “They can wait. I’m not letting you walk in there this wet without reminding you who you belong to.”

Her protest died in a moan as he pushed her forward onto the bed, the pile of dresses soft beneath her palms. He tugged her shorts and panties down in one motion, baring her slick heat.

“Already soaked,” he growled, dragging his fingers through her folds, spreading her arousal. “All from the thought of them watching you again.”

She whimpered, burying her face in the dresses as he slid two fingers inside her, pumping fast, relentless. “Frank—oh God⁠—”

“Say it,” he demanded, his voice sharp with hunger. “Say you’re wet for the club.”

Her pussy clenched around his fingers, her body arching. “I—I’m wet for the club. For them.”

He pulled his fingers free, unzipped his slacks, and in one hard thrust he was inside her, making her cry out against the silk. His rhythm was fast, punishing, hips slapping against her ass as he drove her forward into the mound of expensive fabric.

“You’re mine,” he groaned, fucking her harder. “But tonight, I’ll let them use you. Fill you. Watch you scream for them. And when they’re done, you’ll still crawl back into my bed.”

Her climax ripped through her, raw and violent, her moans muffled by the pile of dresses. Her pussy clenched hard around him, milking his cock until he groaned, spilling deep inside her.

When he pulled out, Bridget collapsed against the bed, panting, her thighs trembling.

Frank kissed the back of her neck, his voice low and steady. “Now put that dress on, baby. Let’s show them how irresistible you are when you’re already dripping with my cum.”

Bridget shivered, reaching for the emerald silk with trembling hands, her nerves replaced with burning arousal.

The drive felt shorter this time, Bridget’s legs pressed tight together in the passenger seat, every bump in the road reminding her of the warm, slick fullness still inside her. She shifted, trying not to think about how the emerald dress clung to her, how the thin fabric brushed her bare skin with every movement. Her panties lay abandoned at home.

Frank glanced over, smirking at the flush in her cheeks. “Every step you take tonight, you’ll feel me dripping out of you. And they’ll have no idea what a mess you already are.”

Her face burned hotter, her thighs clenching harder. She tried to catch her breath, but her body betrayed her with every pulse between her legs.

When they pulled up to the entrance, the valet’s eyes flicked to her bare back, his gaze lingering just a beat too long. Bridget felt it like a spark, her chest tightening as she slid out of the car. Already, she was being watched.

Inside, the lounge was alive—low music, glasses clinking, voices raised in laughter. The air was heavier tonight, thick with anticipation, as if everyone knew what had happened in the billiards room and wanted to see how far she’d go now.

Heads turned as she entered, emerald silk hugging her hips, the neckline baring so much cleavage she wanted to cover herself—yet the thought of all those eyes made her nipples tighten against the fabric.

Frank’s hand pressed firmly to the small of her back, guiding her forward. His voice was calm, proud. “They can’t wait to touch you again. And tonight, you’ll let them.”

Bridget’s pulse raced. Every stare made her wetter, slick heat sliding down her thighs as she crossed the room. She prayed no one noticed, even as part of her wanted them to.

And when the first man stepped forward, his smile sharp, his eyes raking over her body, she realized she wasn’t nervous anymore. She was starving.


CHAPTER ELEVEN




Dinner had ended hours ago, the long mahogany tables cleared, the chandeliers dimmed to a warm glow. The dining room was empty, or so it seemed. Bridget’s heels echoed against polished floors as Frank guided her through the silent space, his hand firm on the small of her back.

“Frank…” she whispered, glancing at the tall windows, the rows of chairs still perfectly aligned. “Someone could walk in.”

“Exactly,” he murmured, leading her toward the center of the room. His grin was sharp, his voice low. “The billiards room was for them. This—” he stopped, turning her so she faced him, “—is for us.”

Her heart hammered, nerves tangling with the restless ache between her thighs. She could still feel the slick warmth of him inside her from earlier, her body primed, her skin hypersensitive. The thought of being bent over one of these tables where half the club had dined just hours before made her dizzy with shame—and wet with need.

“Frank…” She swallowed hard. “What if they see?”

He leaned down, brushing his lips against her ear. “Then they’ll see how beautiful you are when you’re fucked. And you’ll know you gave them a show they’ll never forget.”

Her breath hitched. She glanced at the door, wide open, anyone free to stroll past and catch her. The risk sent a shock through her, sharp as lightning.

Frank stepped back, his eyes gleaming as he gestured toward the long, polished table. “Bend over.”

Her knees nearly buckled. For a long moment, she couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe. But then her body obeyed before her mind could stop it. She leaned forward, palms flat on the gleaming wood, the emerald silk riding scandalously high up her thighs.

The room was too quiet, her breaths too loud. And when Frank tugged the dress higher, baring her ass completely, she whimpered, shame and arousal warring as the chandeliers cast golden light across her naked skin.

Frank stood behind her, his hands sliding up her thighs, pushing the emerald dress higher until it bunched at her waist. He spread her cheeks, baring her glistening cunt to the cool air of the cavernous dining room. Bridget whimpered, her palms flat against the polished table, her nipples hard beneath silk.

“God, look at you,” he murmured, stroking her folds with slow, teasing fingers. “Dripping for me, right here where they serve prime rib.”

Her face burned. “Frank, someone could walk in⁠—”

“That’s what makes it perfect,” he cut in, pressing the thick head of his cock against her entrance. “Knowing they could see you like this. Knowing I’m the one who gets to take you first.”

He slid into her in one smooth thrust, stretching her open, filling her deep. Bridget gasped, her body jolting against the table, the polished wood cold beneath her breasts as she arched her back.

The sound of him fucking her echoed in the empty room—wet, filthy, relentless. Every slap of his hips against her ass carried across the walls, louder, sharper than it ever had in the privacy of their bedroom.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, her voice high and breathless. “It sounds so—so loud.”

“Good,” Frank groaned, gripping her hips tighter, driving harder. “Let the whole damn building hear how wet you are for me.”

Her nails scratched the glossy surface as pleasure ripped through her, magnified by the risk. Every creak of the table, every moan from her throat, every slam of his body into hers felt like a flare begging to be noticed.

Frank leaned over her, his chest hot against her back, his lips at her ear. “Does it make you wetter, knowing anyone could walk in? Knowing you’re spread out for me on the same table they’ll eat off tomorrow?”

“Yes,” she gasped, her body clenching around him, slickness gushing down her thighs. “Yes, God, yes!”

Frank groaned, fucking her harder, pounding into her until she screamed against the wood, her orgasm tearing through her with brutal force. She shook, trembling beneath him, but he didn’t stop—his hips pistoning, his cock thick and relentless.

He spilled into her with a guttural sound, pressing her flat against the table as his release filled her, hot and deep.

For a moment, there was only their ragged breathing, the scent of sex thick in the air, the gleam of sweat under the chandelier.

Then a sound—low laughter, footsteps—echoed from the doorway.

Frank didn’t pull out. He only smiled, his cock still buried in her, as voices grew closer.

The heavy door swung open, the creak of its hinges loud in the cavernous room. Bridget froze, her whole body stiff, but Frank held her in place, still buried deep inside her.

“Well, well,” a familiar voice drawled. Charles. His low chuckle carried across the empty tables. “I wondered where you two slipped off to.”

Bridget’s cheeks flamed. She tried to push up, to cover herself, but Frank’s hand pressed firmly between her shoulder blades, holding her down against the polished wood.

“Stay,” he murmured in her ear, his tone dark with command. “Let them see you.”

Her pussy clenched around him, betraying her with another gush of wetness.

Footsteps approached, slow and unhurried. “Christ,” David muttered, his voice thick. “On the dining table. That’s a first.”

Another set of shoes clicked closer—Bobby’s eager tone cut in. “She looks even better like this. Fucking hell.”

Bridget moaned into the table, mortified and burning with arousal. Every word, every gaze made her wetter, made her body throb with desperate need.

Frank thrust into her once, hard, making her cry out loud enough to echo through the room. “See how she loves it?” he said casually, looking over his shoulder at the men gathering. “Couldn’t wait until we got home. Needed her right here.”

Laughter and groans filled the room as more men stepped closer, cocks already in their fists, stroking at the sight of Bridget spread out, dripping, her dress bunched at her waist.

“Fuck her harder, Chambers,” Charles growled. “Make her scream for us.”

Frank smirked and slammed into her, the sound sharp, wet, filthy. Bridget gasped, her nails clawing at the table as her body convulsed with pleasure.

“Look at her,” David muttered, jerking his cock faster. “She’s made for this. She wants us watching.”

And God help her—he was right. Every stare, every filthy word, every groan as men stroked themselves to her made her body spiral higher. She moaned shamelessly, louder than ever, because she wasn’t just being fucked by Frank anymore. She was being fucked for them.

Bridget’s cries rang out, bouncing off the walls of the empty dining hall. The polished table shook beneath her as Frank drove into her, hard and relentless, but it wasn’t just his thrusts that had her unraveling. It was the eyes.

Dozens of them. Hungry. Fixated. Hands pumping cocks, lips wet with groans, voices muttering filth as they watched her bend and take it.

Her face burned with shame, but the heat between her thighs was stronger, fiercer. She wasn’t just being fucked anymore. She was on display. Every gasp, every scream, every drip of her arousal belonged to them as much as it did to Frank.

Her nails scratched across the glossy surface, her body trembling as another moan tore from her throat. She should have wanted to hide. She should have begged Frank to stop. Instead, she arched her back and cried out louder, her voice echoing across the cavernous room.

I’m performing for them.

The thought hit her like a strike of lightning. Humiliating. Terrifying. And unbearably hot.

And as Frank growled against her ear, pounding into her with brutal pride, Bridget realized she didn’t just want their eyes on her. She craved it.


CHAPTER TWELVE




Frank slowed, pulling out of her with a wet sound that echoed through the cavernous room. Bridget whimpered at the sudden emptiness, her pussy clenching around nothing, her slickness dripping down her thighs onto the polished table.

The men didn’t wait. Charles was the first to step forward, his cock thick and glistening in his hand. “My turn,” he growled, his eyes locked on the mess between her legs.

Bridget’s head lifted, her lips parted, panic and need twisting together in her chest. She looked back at Frank, searching his face.

He only smirked, his hand brushing over her damp hair as he stepped aside. “She’s ready. Fill her.”

Charles gripped her hips in his strong hands and pushed into her with one long, forceful thrust. Bridget cried out, her body jerking forward, the stretch sharp but glorious. He didn’t tease, didn’t pause—he set a brutal rhythm from the start, slamming into her so hard the table legs squeaked against the floor.

“Christ,” he groaned, his head falling back. “So fucking tight, even after the others have used you.”

The men around them grunted and stroked faster, their voices a chorus.

“Listen to her moan—she loves it.”

“Spread her wider, Charles.”

“She’s dripping all over the damn table.”

Bridget clawed at the polished surface, her voice spilling high and broken with every thrust. Shame burned her cheeks, but her body betrayed her, clenching and gushing for the crowd.

Frank crouched beside her, brushing her hair from her face so she couldn’t look away from him. His voice was low, filled with pride. “Tell them you love it, Bridget. Say it.”

Her moan broke into words. “I love it—I love being fucked in front of you all.”

The room erupted with groans, fists pumping harder. Charles growled, thrusting deeper, harder, as Bridget’s body spiraled toward another climax.

Charles hammered into her, every thrust sharp and punishing, his grip bruising on her hips. Bridget’s cries filled the dining room, bouncing off the walls, mixing with the sound of skin slapping, cocks being stroked, and low, hungry groans.

Her body was on fire, slickness gushing down her thighs, her clit throbbing with every brutal slam of his cock. She was so close—so unbearably close—that her nails screeched against the polished wood, her breath breaking into ragged gasps.

“Charles—please—I’m going to⁠—”

He groaned, his thrusts rougher, faster, pushing her to the brink. But just as her body clenched, trembling on the edge of release, he pulled out with a wet slap, leaving her cunt fluttering empty and desperate.

Bridget screamed, half in frustration, half in need, her forehead pressed to the table as slickness dripped freely from her open pussy.

Charles chuckled darkly, stroking his cock as he stepped aside. “Not yet, sweetheart. Let someone else take you over.”

The men groaned, circling tighter, cocks slick in their fists. One stepped forward immediately—Bobby, his grin eager, his cock flushed and ready.

“Guess it’s my turn,” he said, eyes locked on her trembling body. “And I’m not letting her wait another second.”

Frank squeezed her hand, his voice low and steady in her ear. “Hold on, baby. You’re not done yet.”

Bridget moaned, her body aching, her pussy clenching at the air, begging to be filled again.

Bobby didn’t waste a second. The moment Charles stepped aside, he grabbed Bridget’s hips, lined himself up, and drove into her in one hard, hungry thrust.

Bridget screamed, her body jolting forward, the sudden stretch ripping a cry straight from her throat. Slickness splashed down her thighs as he slammed deep, filling her to the hilt before pulling back and pounding into her again.

“Fuck, yes,” Bobby groaned, his hands gripping her waist tight. “So wet—she was begging for this cock.”

The men erupted with approval, stroking themselves harder at the sight.

“Take her faster, Bobby.”

“She’s dripping all over the table.”

“Listen to her—she can’t get enough.”

Bridget’s moans spilled uncontrollably, her body shaking under the brutal rhythm. Bobby’s thrusts were frantic, almost desperate, hips slamming against her ass again and again, the sound filthy and raw in the echoing dining room.

Her hands clawed at the polished wood, her breasts dragging against its smooth surface as her cries rose higher. She was beyond thought, beyond shame—her body only knew need.

Frank crouched low at her side, gripping her hand tight, his lips brushing her ear. “That’s it, baby. Let him use you. Let them all see how much you need it.”

Her head lifted just enough, eyes wide and glassy, her voice broken and shameless. “I need it—I need all of you.”

Bobby growled, pounding her harder, his cock slamming into her slick heat as she screamed for him.

Bobby’s thrusts came hard and fast, his groans low and frantic as he pounded into her, sweat dripping from his brow. Bridget’s cries rose higher and higher, her body convulsing, her pussy fluttering around him as she tumbled toward release.

“God—yes—Bobby—I’m going to⁠—”

But just as her body clenched, trembling on the brink, he yanked free with a wet slap, his cock gleaming in the low light. Bridget screamed in frustration, her nails digging into the polished table, her slick heat gaping, desperate, dripping onto the wood.

Bobby stroked himself furiously, groaning as he stepped aside. “Could’ve stayed buried in that sweet cunt all night. She’s unreal.”

Her whole body quaked, aching for completion, her thighs trembling. “Please,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Please, don’t stop⁠—”

The circle of men chuckled darkly, fists pumping faster as another stepped forward, cock already in his grip. David’s grin was sharp as he moved in, his eyes fixed on her ruined, needy pussy.

“My turn,” he said smoothly. “And I think it’s time someone finished what the others started.”

Frank brushed Bridget’s damp hair from her face, his voice a low whisper in her ear. “Hear that, baby? He’s going to give you what you’ve been begging for.”

Bridget moaned, her body trembling, every nerve on fire as David pressed the thick head of his cock against her soaked entrance.

David didn’t tease. He gripped Bridget’s hips, spread her wide, and shoved himself inside her in one long, brutal stroke. She cried out, her body jolting forward, the wet slap of his cock sinking deep echoing through the vast dining hall.

“Fuck, yes,” he groaned, setting a hard rhythm from the start, his hips slamming against her ass with sharp, relentless thrusts. “Tight as hell. Clenching like you’ve been waiting just for me.”

Bridget’s scream tore through the room, her whole body convulsing as pleasure slammed into her. She couldn’t hold it back—her pussy gripped David’s cock like a fist, her slickness gushing down her thighs as her orgasm ripped through her.

“Yes!” she cried, shameless, wild. “Yes, yes, yes—fuck, I’m coming!”

The men groaned around them, stroking themselves faster, muttering curses as they watched her unravel.

“Christ, look at her go.”

“She’s soaking him.”

“Louder, Bridget—let us hear it all.”

David grunted, pounding harder, pushing her climax higher and higher. “That’s it, sweetheart—come all over my cock. Let every man here see how much you fucking love it.”

Her cries filled the dining hall, echoing, filthy, beautiful. She shook, her orgasm stretching out, wave after wave wracking her body until she was limp against the polished table, her thighs trembling, her cunt still spasming around David’s cock.

Frank crouched low beside her, his hand stroking her damp hair, his lips at her ear. “That’s my perfect girl. Screaming for them, dripping for them. And I’ll never get enough of it.”

David groaned, shoving deep one last time before pulling out, his cock slick, his grin satisfied. He stepped back, giving her ass a sharp smack that made her moan weakly, still shuddering from the force of her release.

And before she could catch her breath, another man was already moving closer.

Bridget collapsed forward, her cheek pressed to the polished wood, her body still trembling from the violence of her orgasm. Slickness dripped between her thighs, pooling onto the table beneath her. The room was alive with low groans, the wet sound of fists stroking faster as the men fed off the sight of her wrecked body.

She wanted to hide. She wanted to scream. But most of all, she wanted more.

Frank kissed her damp temple, his voice low but steady, full of pride. “Look at you. My beautiful wife. Their perfect slut. And you’ve only just begun.”

Bridget moaned weakly, her chest heaving, her body shaking—but there was no denying it. She loved this country club, it was more than she had bargained for.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN




The Sunday brunch spread gleamed like something out of a magazine—silver coffee pots catching the morning light, bowls of fresh berries, stacks of china plates lined neatly at the buffet. The low murmur of laughter and polite conversation filled the dining room.

Bridget sat beside Frank at a long table draped in white linen, a mimosa glass sweating in her hand. She smoothed her emerald skirt over her thighs, trying to ignore the lingering ache between them. Every shift in her seat sent a reminder through her body, her skin tender, her muscles sore in ways she hadn’t known they could be.

Across the room, men in pressed polos and crisp jackets sipped their coffee, nodded at their wives, laughed at tame jokes. But Bridget’s stomach twisted because she knew—knew—how many of those same men had been buried inside her only hours ago.

Charles caught her eye over the rim of his glass. The faintest smirk curved his lips, the kind that said I remember the way you screamed my name while I fucked you on that table. Heat rushed to her cheeks, and she tore her gaze away, focusing instead on the fruit salad she hadn’t touched.

Frank leaned closer, his breath warm at her ear. “You’re blushing.”

She pressed the cold glass to her lips. “It’s hot in here.”

“No,” he said softly, his voice a dark thread under the clatter of silverware. “It’s because you’re remembering. Them watching. You bent over, dripping. Their cocks fighting for turns inside you.”

Her hand trembled, the mimosa sloshing dangerously close to the rim. “Frank…” she hissed under her breath, glancing nervously at the wives sitting down the table, talking about golf scores and travel plans.

He only smiled, pouring himself more coffee like nothing was amiss. “Relax. They can’t hear me. But I can see it in your eyes. You’re not just sitting here eating brunch. You’re feeling their hands still on you.”

Bridget’s thighs pressed tight beneath the tablecloth. She prayed no one could see how flushed she was, how hard her nipples pressed against her blouse.

She was supposed to be the polished wife, the perfect picture of grace. But under the soft light of the chandeliers, all she could feel was the memory of last night dripping between her thighs.

Bridget dabbed at her lips with the linen napkin, smiling politely as she overheard Clarissa recount some story about her daughter’s college applications at the table next to them. Clarissa wasn’t speaking directly to them but she caught that the couple could overhear her conversation and continued, somewhat including them in it. She nodded at all the right moments, added a soft laugh when expected, but her chest was tight, her pulse uneven.

The words barely reached her. All Bridget could hear were echoes—the filthy growl of Charles calling her a slut, the slap of Bobby’s hips against her ass, the chorus of groans when she screamed for more.

Her fork hovered above her plate, the eggs cooling untouched. I shouldn’t even be sitting here. Not like nothing happened. Not like I’m just another wife sipping coffee after church.

She glanced down the table. Wives with pearls at their throats, manicured nails tapping at phones, laughter light and effortless. Did they know? Had they seen the looks exchanged?

Her gaze caught again on Charles. He was leaning back in his chair, laughing at something Martin said, but his eyes flicked to her every so often, burning with that same knowing heat. And David—polite as ever, chatting with his wife—but his hand flexed around his coffee cup, a twitch that looked almost like he wanted to grab her the way he had in the billiards room.

Bridget’s throat tightened. If anyone else notices… if one of the wives sees…

Her stomach flipped, equal parts dread and arousal. The fear made her clench, the shame made her wet.

She shifted in her seat, her thighs pressing together beneath the tablecloth, her voice caught in her chest. She was both women at once—Bridget Chambers, polished wife in pearls, and Bridget Chambers, panting slut spread open for the club. And the line between them was blurring fast.

Bridget’s hand trembled as she set her fork down, her gaze darting between the men across the table and the wives seated neatly beside them. Her pulse raced too fast, her palms damp against the linen.

Frank’s hand slid under the table, settling on her knee. The warmth of his touch steadied her just enough to keep her from bolting. He leaned closer, his voice soft and steady against the noise of clinking glasses.

“You’re spinning,” he murmured.

Her throat tightened. “Frank, what if they know? What if one of the wives notices how they look at me?”

His thumb traced lazy circles on her thigh, soothing, claiming. “They won’t. They don’t see what we see. That’s the beauty of it. To them, you’re just Bridget Chambers—poised, perfect, everything a country club wife should be.”

She swallowed hard, her chest aching. “But I feel like they can see through me. Like everyone in this room knows I bent over that table last night and begged⁠—”

Frank squeezed her thigh, stopping her spiral. His eyes locked onto hers, steady and unwavering. “They don’t know, baby. Only the ones meant to. That’s the game. That’s the thrill. Two worlds, one face. By day, you’re their equal. By night…” His lips curved, dark and proud. “You’re their obsession.”

Her breath hitched, her thighs clenching around the heat building between them. Fear still lingered, but his words slid through her like fire, soothing and arousing all at once.

Frank brushed his lips close to her ear, his whisper darker now. “And the more you feel like you’re hiding something, the wetter you get, don’t you?”

Her cheeks flamed, her body betraying her with a slick ache that made her thighs press tighter beneath the tablecloth.

Frank’s hand stayed steady on her thigh, his voice low and certain. “This is what the club is built on, Bridget. The split. The polish and the filth. It’s not an accident—it’s the tradition. The husbands want wives who shine in the daylight and burn in the dark. That’s the game. That’s the life.”

She stared at him, her chest rising and falling too fast, her mimosa untouched. “You make it sound so simple.”

“It is,” he said, his tone calm as if he were discussing golf or real estate. “In here, with the pearls and the brunch menus, you’re perfect. No one suspects a thing. And when the doors close, when the lights dim, you’re the woman they can’t get out of their heads. Both selves are real. Both belong to you.”

Her throat tightened. Fear prickled along her skin, but it tangled with the heat between her thighs, the vivid memory of hands pulling her open, voices praising her moans.

“Frank…” Her voice cracked. She looked down at the linen, ashamed of the tears threatening her eyes. “I’m scared. I don’t recognize myself anymore. I never thought I’d want this, but—” She swallowed hard, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I do. God help me, I want both. I want to be the perfect wife everyone admires. And I want to be the slut they pass around behind closed doors.”

Frank’s grip on her thigh tightened, his eyes gleaming with dark pride. “That’s exactly why you belong here. You don’t have to choose, Bridget. You get to be both. And that’s what makes you irresistible.”

Her pulse hammered, her fear not gone but softened by the truth of his words. Maybe she didn’t have to decide who she was. Maybe being both was the point.

The hum of brunch carried on—silverware clinking, napkins unfolding, polite laughter rising and falling like background music. Bridget forced herself to smile, to sip at her drink, to play the part.

But then her gaze drifted, unbidden, across the room. Charles was watching her again. Not openly, not in a way anyone else would notice. His head was tipped toward Martin, his mouth moving with some offhand comment, but his eyes—those sharp, hungry eyes—were locked on her.

And then it came. The smirk. Small, fleeting, but laced with memory. I’ve seen you polished in pearls. I’ve seen you dripping and begging. You can’t hide either from me.

Bridget’s breath hitched, her fingers tightening around the stem of her glass. For a moment, she felt split wide open again—not by hands or cocks, but by that single look.

Around her, conversation continued like nothing was amiss. Wives debated vacation spots. Men discussed tee times. But Bridget sat frozen in the quiet knowledge that her secret life wasn’t buried at all. It was simmering, alive, right beneath the surface.

And Charles—he already saw her as both women. The perfect wife and the shameless slut. And he wanted them both.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN




The invitation arrived not by letter or formal message, but with a smile across a glass of champagne. Clarissa leaned in close during cocktail hour, her hand brushing Bridget’s arm as she whispered, “You two should come by next weekend. Just a small gathering. More… intimate than the usual club chaos.”

Frank’s eyes lit with interest. Bridget’s stomach fluttered with nerves. Clarissa didn’t elaborate, and she didn’t need to. The way her lips curved when she said “intimate” carried enough weight.

Now, a week later, Bridget stood in front of her mirror at home, staring at the outfit Clarissa had picked for her. A black silk slip clung to her hips, the neckline plunging scandalously low, sheer lace at the sides exposing more than it covered. It wasn’t the kind of dress Bridget would have chosen herself—too revealing, too brazen—but Clarissa had insisted, her polished nails trailing along the fabric as she’d whispered, Trust me. The men will love it. And so will I.

Her thighs pressed together at the memory.

Frank adjusted his cufflinks behind her, his eyes catching hers in the mirror. “You’ve never looked more dangerous,” he said, his voice low with pride.

Bridget swallowed, heat crawling up her neck. Dangerous was the right word. She didn’t just look like someone else—she felt like someone else.

The Chambers pulled up to a sprawling colonial tucked behind tall hedges, its driveway glowing with lantern light. Unlike the bustle of the main clubhouse, Clarissa’s home was hushed, intimate. Only a handful of cars lined the circular drive.

Inside, the air smelled of expensive perfume and aged whiskey. A fire burned low in the hearth, casting golden light across the living room where only a few couples mingled—laughter softer here, eyes sharper, the undertones less hidden.

Clarissa glided forward, dressed in deep red silk that clung like liquid to her body. She kissed Bridget on the cheek, her lips lingering just a beat too long. “You came,” she purred, her hand sliding down Bridget’s bare arm, fingertips grazing her skin. “And you wore exactly what I hoped you would.”

Bridget’s pulse raced. The compliment was intimate, weighted. She managed a shaky smile, feeling Frank’s hand warm and steady at the small of her back.

Then Clarissa’s husband, Nathan, appeared—a tall man with silvering temples and a smile that spoke of practiced confidence. He shook Frank’s hand firmly, his gaze flicking toward Bridget with open admiration. “Welcome. Tonight is about pleasure and freedom. I trust you’ll enjoy yourselves.”

Glasses of champagne were pressed into their hands. The music was low, the kind meant to melt the edges of conversation. Bridget felt Clarissa’s eyes on her constantly, the kind of attention that made her nipples tighten beneath the silk slip.

When Clarissa leaned in again, her voice was low, meant only for Bridget. “Don’t worry, darling. I’ll show you exactly how to relax.”

Bridget shivered, heat pooling low in her belly.

Clarissa’s hand brushed Bridget’s as they lingered near the fireplace, the men deep in conversation behind them. The touch was light, deliberate, sending a spark up Bridget’s arm.

“You look nervous,” Clarissa murmured, her lips so close Bridget could feel the warmth of her breath.

Bridget swallowed, her champagne glass trembling slightly in her hand. “I… I’ve never been to something like this.”

Clarissa smiled knowingly, her eyes shimmering in the firelight. “That’s the beauty of first times. You don’t have to know what to do. You just let yourself feel.”

Her fingers trailed up Bridget’s arm, slipping over her bare shoulder, lingering at the delicate strap of her slip. Bridget’s breath caught, her skin alive under the slow, teasing touch.

“Frank loves watching you with other men,” Clarissa whispered, her voice husky. “But tonight, he’ll love watching you with me.”

Bridget’s eyes darted toward Frank. He was standing with Nathan, drink in hand, but his gaze was locked on her, steady and unreadable. The heat in his eyes told her everything—permission, encouragement, desire.

Clarissa took the glass from Bridget’s hand, setting it on the mantle. Then she tilted Bridget’s chin with two fingers, her smile soft, patient. “Don’t think. Just let me.”

And then her lips were on Bridget’s—soft at first, coaxing rather than demanding. The kiss was warm, sweet, electric. Bridget’s body jolted at the intimacy, her pulse pounding, her eyes fluttering closed as Clarissa deepened the kiss, her tongue teasing past Bridget’s lips.

Bridget whimpered, her knees weak, her hands gripping the silk at Clarissa’s waist to steady herself.

Behind them, she heard the low sound of male voices falling silent. The men were watching.

Clarissa’s mouth moved against hers with a patience Bridget wasn’t used to—slow, savoring, coaxing every ounce of surrender from her trembling body. Bridget whimpered softly into the kiss, her chest tight, her pulse hammering in her throat.

Clarissa’s hands slid down, palms gliding over Bridget’s sides until they settled at her waist. Fingers traced the edge of silk, slipping lower, brushing the curve of her hips. Bridget shivered, heat flooding her core, her breath catching when Clarissa pressed closer, breasts soft and full against hers.

“You taste so sweet,” Clarissa whispered, lips brushing hers before kissing her again, deeper this time, her tongue teasing, claiming. Bridget moaned, her hands clutching at Clarissa’s waist, helpless, her body aching as if this was something she’d always wanted but never dared to imagine.

The fire crackled behind them, but all Bridget could feel was Clarissa—her scent, her warmth, the intoxicating mix of softness and command. Clarissa’s hand drifted higher, fingers skimming the swell of Bridget’s breast through the thin slip, brushing her nipple just enough to make Bridget gasp into her mouth.

Clarissa smiled against her lips, murmuring, “You like that, don’t you?”

Bridget’s cheeks burned. “Yes…” The word escaped before she could stop it, raw and breathless.

Clarissa’s lips curved in approval. She kissed her again, slower this time, as her hand slid beneath the fabric of Bridget’s slip, palm warm against bare skin. Bridget trembled, torn between shame and need, her thighs pressing together as slickness dampened her panties.

Behind them, the men were silent, watching, their eyes heavy with hunger. Bridget could feel Frank’s gaze most of all—hot, steady, unflinching.

And when Clarissa’s fingers brushed just under the hem of her slip, teasing the inside of her thigh, Bridget nearly collapsed from the ache.

Clarissa kissed Bridget again, slow and hungry, as her hand slipped higher beneath the thin slip. Bridget gasped into her mouth when Clarissa’s fingers brushed over the damp silk of her panties, stroking the heat already seeping through.

“Mmm,” Clarissa murmured against her lips, her touch deliberate, teasing. “Already soaked. And I haven’t even started.”

Bridget whimpered, clutching at Clarissa’s shoulders as her knees threatened to buckle. The older woman guided her backward until the back of Bridget’s thighs pressed against the arm of a velvet chair. Clarissa urged her down gently, easing her onto the seat like a lover, not a predator.

Kneeling between her legs, Clarissa pushed the silk higher, baring Bridget’s thighs. The firelight flickered across Bridget’s flushed skin, the sheer intimacy of the moment overwhelming.

“Relax, darling,” Clarissa whispered, her hands spreading Bridget’s legs apart. “Let me taste you.”

Bridget’s breath caught as Clarissa pressed a soft kiss to her inner thigh, then another, each one inching closer to the damp fabric clinging to her sex. When Clarissa’s tongue flicked over the soaked lace, Bridget cried out, her hips jerking.

With a wicked smile, Clarissa hooked her fingers into the panties and tugged them aside. Then her mouth was on Bridget’s pussy, tongue stroking firmly over her clit, lips sealing around her with greedy precision.

Bridget’s head fell back against the chair, a raw moan ripping from her throat. “Oh God—Clarissa⁠—”

The woman hummed in satisfaction, the vibration pulsing straight through Bridget’s body. Her tongue circled, licked, pressed, each movement practiced and devastating. Fingers joined in, sliding easily into Bridget’s dripping heat, curling to find the spot that made her scream.

Her thighs quivered, her hands flying to Clarissa’s hair, gripping tight as wave after wave of pleasure tore through her. She’d never imagined this—another woman’s mouth, the perfect rhythm, the sheer hunger in Clarissa’s every move.

Behind them, the silence was thick, broken only by the ragged sound of male breathing, the faint wet slap of fists stroking cocks. Frank and Nathan hadn’t stepped in yet—but they were watching, savoring, stroking themselves as their wives writhed and moaned.

Bridget bucked against Clarissa’s mouth, her orgasm building sharp and fast, closer than she could stand. She cried out again, desperate, on the brink.

Bridget’s body trembled, her thighs clamping helplessly around Clarissa’s head as the woman’s tongue flicked mercilessly over her clit. The pressure built until Bridget was teetering at the edge, her cries echoing through the room, her hips grinding shamelessly against Clarissa’s mouth.

“Yes—please—don’t stop, I’m going to⁠—”

And just when the orgasm was about to crash through her, Clarissa pulled back. Her mouth slipped away, her fingers sliding free, leaving Bridget aching, clenching, her pussy dripping and unsatisfied.

“No!” Bridget gasped, her voice breaking, hips thrusting into the air as if reaching for the touch that had been stolen.

Clarissa licked her lips slowly, her smile wicked. “Patience, darling. That climax isn’t mine to give.”

Bridget blinked through the haze of need, her eyes widening as she followed Clarissa’s gaze. The men had stepped closer.

Frank stood at the edge of the chair, his cock out, thick and hard in his hand as he stroked himself slowly, eyes blazing with hunger. Beside him, Nathan mirrored the motion, his expression controlled but his body taut with need.

Bridget’s chest rose and fell too fast, her whole body trembling. She’d been kissed, teased, tasted—and now she was open, ready, desperate.

Frank’s voice was low, rough, his gaze locked on hers. “You’ve had her mouth. Now you’re going to take us.”

Frank stepped closer, his cock thick and dripping in his fist. He pressed the head against Bridget’s lips, brushing them slowly, smearing precum over her mouth.

“Open,” he murmured.

Her lips parted, and she took him in, her tongue swirling instinctively. Frank groaned, his head tipping back for a moment before his gaze snapped down again, possessive and hungry.

Beside them, Nathan knelt between her legs, his large hands spreading her thighs wide. His breath was hot against her slick folds. “God, she’s gorgeous up close,” he muttered, and before Bridget could even prepare herself, his mouth was on her, tongue driving deep, lips wrapping around her clit with practiced hunger.

Bridget moaned around Frank’s cock, her muffled cries vibrating along his shaft.

“That’s it, baby,” Frank growled, gripping the back of her head as he thrust shallowly into her mouth. “Take me deep while he eats you.”

Nathan devoured her like a man starved, his tongue relentless, fingers pressing into her wet heat. His eagerness bordered on worship, groaning into her pussy as if he couldn’t get enough.

Bridget’s body quaked, the dual sensations overwhelming. She tried to focus on Frank, on the pride in his eyes, but Nathan’s mouth was merciless, his hands gripping her thighs tight as if she were his alone.

Clarissa lounged against the arm of the chair, sipping champagne, her eyes alight with satisfaction.

Bridget’s orgasm came fast and hard, tearing through her with brutal force. She cried out, Frank’s cock sliding from her lips as her head tipped back, her body arching. Nathan didn’t stop—he pressed deeper, moaning into her pussy, licking her through every wave until she was shaking uncontrollably.

“Easy, baby,” Frank murmured, stroking her damp hair. But his eyes flicked down to Nathan, narrowing just slightly at how intently the man’s mouth stayed buried in her.

Even as Bridget collapsed against the chair, trembling, Nathan finally pulled back, his chin slick, his grin smug. “She tastes even better than she looks.”

Frank’s jaw tightened, his hand resting possessively on Bridget’s shoulder. “And she still belongs to me.”

Bridget slumped back against the chair, her chest heaving, her thighs still trembling from the force of her orgasm. Her lips were swollen from Frank, her pussy still quivering from Nathan, every nerve in her body raw and alive.

But even through the haze, she noticed it—the way Frank’s smile didn’t quite reach his eyes, the way Nathan lingered a second too long before stepping back, his gaze sliding over her with something closer to possession than admiration.

It was subtle. Polite. The kind of tension no one else in the room might notice. But Bridget felt it like static in the air, crawling over her skin.

For the first time since stepping into this secret world, she realized it wasn’t just about lust. Desire carried weight. And attention—especially Nathan’s—could shift the balance in dangerous ways.

She glanced at Frank, searching his face. He caught her look, squeezed her shoulder reassuringly, but the tightness in his jaw told her everything.

There was more than heat simmering here. There was a storm coming.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN




The hum of the engine filled the quiet between them. Bridget smoothed the hem of her short, silver dress over her thighs, her nerves already prickling with the thought of stepping back into the country club. But tonight, it wasn’t just excitement churning in her stomach.

Frank’s jaw was tight as he drove, his hands gripping the wheel harder than usual. His gaze stayed on the road, but Bridget could feel the tension radiating from him.

Finally, she broke the silence. “You’re quiet.”

Frank exhaled slowly, his voice low. “I didn’t like the way Nathan had his mouth on you. The way he wouldn’t let go.”

Bridget’s breath caught. She hadn’t expected him to say it out loud. “Frank… it was just part of⁠—”

His hand flexed on the wheel. “I know. I told myself that. But the way he looked at you afterward? Like he owned you? That’s not part of the game.”

Heat rushed to her chest, guilt and arousal mixing in equal measure. “You know I’m yours.”

“I know,” he said quickly, his voice softer now. His hand slid across the console, resting on her thigh, squeezing gently. “But I need you to remember that while we’re there tonight. You’re mine. They can touch you, fuck you, worship you—but no one takes what’s mine.”

Bridget shivered at the steel in his voice, her pussy clenching with need even as her chest ached with his jealousy.

The country club was alive with soft music and the low hum of conversation, glasses clinking beneath the chandelier light. Couples mingled in clusters, silk dresses and tailored jackets gleaming under the warm glow.

Bridget felt Frank’s hand at the small of her back, firm, grounding, as they stepped inside. His touch was steady, but she could still feel the tension from the drive coiled in his body.

And then Nathan was there.

He appeared with a practiced smile, his arm draped casually around Clarissa’s waist. His eyes swept over Bridget in her silver dress, lingering just a beat too long at the deep neckline.

“Well, look at you,” he said smoothly, his voice carrying just enough for Frank to hear. “That dress was made for you, Bridget. You wear it better than anyone in this room.”

Bridget flushed, shifting under the weight of his gaze. Frank’s hand pressed harder against her back, a subtle reminder of his presence.

Clarissa leaned in with a conspiratorial smile. “Doesn’t she look perfect? I told her silver would drive the men wild.”

Nathan chuckled, his eyes never leaving Bridget. “Wild is the right word.” His hand brushed hers briefly, an innocent touch on the surface, but there was nothing innocent in the way his thumb lingered against her skin.

Bridget’s pulse spiked. The contact was fleeting, but bold—especially with Frank standing inches away. She stole a glance at her husband, saw the flicker of tightness in his jaw before his expression smoothed again.

Frank’s voice was calm, even pleasant, but his hand never left her. “Careful, Nathan. You’ll give my wife the wrong idea.”

Nathan’s grin widened, sharp. “I think she already has the right idea.”

The four of them drifted toward a cluster of couples near the bar, champagne flutes catching the low light. Conversation rose and fell around them—stocks, vacation plans, the upcoming charity auction—but Bridget barely heard any of it.

Nathan positioned himself just close enough that his arm brushed hers whenever he gestured. His voice was smooth, practiced, but the undercurrent was unmistakable.

“You must tell me where you found that dress,” he said, his eyes sliding over her body as if memorizing every curve. “It deserves to be framed when you’re done wearing it.”

Clarissa laughed lightly, sipping her champagne. “You flatter her, Nathan.”

But Nathan’s gaze didn’t shift. “I never flatter. I state facts.”

Bridget’s cheeks burned. She lifted her glass to her lips to mask the flush, her pulse skipping at the intensity of his stare.

Frank shifted beside her, his thumb tracing a steady line across her lower back. His smile was polite, even warm to the group around them, but Bridget felt the quiet stiffness in his touch.

When the waiter passed, Nathan leaned closer, plucking a canapé from the tray. He held it just in front of Bridget’s lips. “You should try this. Trust me, it’s divine.”

The gesture was innocent enough, playful even—but when she opened her mouth and took it from his fingers, Nathan’s eyes darkened, his gaze fixed on her lips as though he were imagining them wrapped around something else entirely.

Bridget’s stomach flipped. She chewed, swallowed, her heart racing. Frank’s hand tightened at her back, a subtle claim.

Nathan only smiled, sipping his drink, the picture of composure. But every word, every glance, every brush of his hand against hers was a needle, deliberate, testing.

And Bridget felt caught between them—her husband’s quiet, controlled jealousy, and Nathan’s smooth, insistent attention.

Bridget stood between them, the silver slip clinging to her body, her champagne glass sweating in her hand. To anyone else, they looked like old friends making polite conversation. To her, every word felt loaded.

Nathan asked about her tennis game, leaning just a little too close, his breath warm at her ear when he told her he’d “love to see her form up close sometime.”

Frank’s smile didn’t waver, but his hand slid lower on her back, his thumb brushing the swell of her ass in a move so subtle only Bridget could register it.

Clarissa chimed in with anecdotes, all warmth and ease, as if unaware of the undercurrent between their husbands. But Bridget caught the sparkle in her eye, the way she glanced at her husband now and then, knowingly.

Nathan offered Bridget another canapé, holding it up like before. This time, his finger brushed her bottom lip as she took it, lingering just long enough to make her throat tighten.

Her eyes darted to Frank. He was still smiling at the group, still the picture of calm control—but the muscle in his jaw twitched.

Then Nathan lifted his glass. “A toast,” he said smoothly, eyes never leaving Bridget. “To beauty. To temptation. To… indulgence.”

The words landed heavy, wrapped in charm but sharpened with intent. He clinked glasses with the circle, but when Bridget’s flute touched his, he let the contact linger, his thumb brushing over her fingers on the stem of the glass.

Her stomach knotted. Her pussy clenched. She swallowed hard, feeling Frank’s hand stiffen against her back.

“Careful, Nathan,” Frank said at last, his tone quiet but cutting. “You’re close to overplaying your hand.”

The air stilled for a heartbeat. Then Nathan’s smile widened, smooth as ever. “Forgive me, Frank. I’ve always admired a man who knows the value of what he has.”

He tipped his glass toward Bridget, his eyes gleaming. “And you have something extraordinary.”

Bridget’s pulse thundered in her ears. She knew then that this was no longer subtle. Nathan was circling openly, and Frank’s patience wouldn’t hold forever.

Frank’s hand slid from Bridget’s back to her wrist. His grip was gentle but firm, brooking no argument.

“We’re leaving,” he said quietly, his eyes locked on hers, not on Nathan. His smile was still in place for the crowd, but Bridget felt the coldness beneath it.

Her breath caught. “Frank⁠—”

“Now,” he murmured.

He set down his glass, excused them with the ease of a practiced gentleman, and steered her through the lounge toward the doors. Bridget’s pulse raced, her skin hot, her thighs trembling as the cool night air hit them outside. The valet hurried for their car, but the silence between husband and wife burned hotter than any look Nathan had given her all night.

The drive was wordless. Frank’s jaw was set, his hands gripping the wheel. Bridget stared at him, her chest tight, until they pulled into their driveway.

Inside, the door had barely closed when Frank pressed her back against it, his mouth crushing hers in a kiss that was all teeth and hunger.

“You’re mine,” he growled against her lips, his hands gripping her waist hard. “Not Nathan’s. Not anyone’s. Mine.”

Bridget moaned, her body arching into him, the force of his jealousy sparking something primal in her. “Yes—always yours⁠—”

He lifted her, her legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her down the hall, not stopping until he had her sprawled on their bed. Her silver dress rode up, baring her thighs as he shoved it higher, his cock already thick in his hand.

He pushed inside her in one rough thrust, making her cry out, her pussy clenching around him.

“Say it,” he demanded, his hips slamming into hers. “Say you’re only mine.”

Bridget clawed at the sheets, her voice breaking as he drove into her. “I’m yours—only yours, Frank!”

He fucked her harder, reclaiming her with every brutal thrust, every groan torn from his chest. His jealousy wasn’t cold now—it was fire, burning away every trace of Nathan’s smug smile, filling her with proof of his claim.

Bridget’s climax tore through her, violent and raw, her screams echoing in their bedroom as Frank emptied himself deep inside her, holding her down, marking her as his in the only way that mattered.

When it was over, he collapsed against her, his breath harsh, his hand cupping her cheek. His voice was softer now, rough but certain. “No one will ever take you from me. Not in this life. Not ever.”

And in that moment, trembling and filled, Bridget believed him.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN




The sunlight was soft and pale when Bridget stirred awake, the sheets tangled around her legs, her body sore in ways that left no doubt about how Frank had claimed her last night. Every muscle ached, her throat raw from screaming, her thighs tender from being held wide as he fucked her until she couldn’t beg anymore.

She rolled onto her side, watching him sleep. His chest rose and fell steadily, his jawline shadowed with stubble, his arm draped possessively across her waist as if he hadn’t let go of her even in his dreams.

Her lips parted as memories flooded back—the rough edge in his voice, the steel in his eyes, the way he’d told her over and over, You’re mine. No one else’s. Only mine.

A shiver raced down her spine. She should have been frightened by how fierce he’d been, how jealous. Instead, it made her wet just thinking about it.

He wasn’t just angry, she realized, her thighs pressing together under the sheets. He was claiming me. And God help me, I loved it.

She touched her lips, remembering the force of his kiss, the way his cock had filled her so completely she could still feel him now. Nathan had looked at her like he wanted to own her—but Frank had proved in no uncertain terms that she already belonged to someone.

Her body betrayed her with a soft ache of need even as she lay there, watching him. She should have been satisfied, exhausted. Instead, she was already restless, hungry, desperate to feel that same possessive fire again.

Careful not to wake him, Bridget slipped closer, her head resting on his chest, her hand brushing across the warm skin of his stomach. His arm tightened instinctively around her, even in sleep, as though reminding her without words who she belonged to.

Bridget closed her eyes, her lips curving into a small, secret smile. She loved every part of this double life—the polished country club wife, the shameless slut bent over tables, the woman other men couldn’t resist. But maybe, just maybe, the part she loved most was this: belonging to a man who would fight the whole world to keep her his.

Bridget lay with her cheek against Frank’s chest, listening to the steady thump of his heartbeat. The morning light painted the room in soft gold, but the silence between them felt heavy. She toyed with the edge of the sheet, nerves building in her chest until the words tumbled out.

“Frank… sometimes I think about them during the day.”

His breath hitched, his hand stilling on her hip. For a long moment, he said nothing. Then his voice came low, rough. “I know you do. I can see it in your eyes sometimes. You drift off, and I know you’re remembering.”

Her stomach knotted, shame pressing hot against her chest. “It scares me, though. What if you think I… prefer them?”

His arm tightened around her, pulling her closer, but his voice was raw. “That’s what terrifies me, Bridget. That one day it won’t just be play. That one day you’ll realize you’d rather have them than me.”

She pushed up on her elbow, her hand cupping his jaw so he couldn’t look away. His eyes were darker than usual, vulnerable beneath the steel.

“No,” she said fiercely. “Don’t you ever think that. It’s only hot because you’re there. Because you give it to me. Without you, it’s nothing. I don’t want them, Frank—I want us. Always us.”

His breath came fast, his chest rising and falling beneath her hand. Then she kissed him, hard, pouring every ounce of truth into it. He groaned, rolling her beneath him, his cock already thickening against her thigh.

Bridget spread her legs for him, needing to prove it with her body as much as her words. “Show me,” she whispered against his lips. “Let me show you.”

He thrust into her in one long stroke, burying himself deep, and Bridget cried out, her arms wrapping tight around him. Their sex wasn’t about jealousy now. It wasn’t about being watched, or being shared. It was about claiming and being claimed, about sealing the truth with sweat and moans and frantic, hungry love.

Frank’s forehead pressed to hers as his hips drove into her, his voice ragged. “Mine. Always mine.”

“Yours,” she gasped, her nails digging into his back. “Only yours.”

Her climax tore through her, raw and consuming, as his followed, filling her deep, their bodies trembling together.

When it was over, he collapsed against her, their breaths mingling, their hearts still racing.

And in that fragile, perfect moment, the tension was gone—burned away by the fire of intimacy that belonged to no one else but them.

Frank lay on his side, one arm wrapped tight around Bridget’s waist, their bodies still sticky with the heat of their lovemaking. She was curled against his chest, breathing steady now, her hair damp against his skin. He held her as if loosening his grip might let something slip away.

But inside, his thoughts were anything but calm.

He couldn’t stop replaying last night at the club—Nathan’s grin, Nathan’s hands, the way his mouth stayed buried between Bridget’s thighs like he had some claim. Frank’s jaw tightened at the memory. He hated the way it burned in him, the raw flash of jealousy that made his chest ache.

And then this morning, Bridget’s confession. Sometimes I think about them during the day.

It had cut him deeper than he’d expected. He’d always known—of course he had. He’d seen the far-off look in her eyes when she drifted, the way her thighs pressed together when her mind wandered. She was remembering them. Reliving them. And he’d told himself it was part of the thrill, part of what made her crave him even more at night.

But hearing her say it out loud… God, it was like pressing salt into an open wound.

What if Nathan was right there in her head when he wasn’t? What if she wanted that more than she wanted him?

Frank tightened his hold around her, burying his face in her hair. No. He wouldn’t let himself spiral. She’d said the words he needed—It’s only hot because it’s ours. Always us.

And he believed her.

That was what made this dangerous, what made it addictive. She wasn’t some stranger playing a game. She was his wife. His Bridget. Every moan she gave another man was because he allowed it, because he encouraged it, because he was the one who handed her over and then took her back, trembling and wrecked, when it was done.

The jealousy didn’t mean weakness. It meant she mattered too much.

And maybe, he thought as he kissed her temple, maybe that edge of fear was what kept the fire burning hotter than anything else they’d ever known.

Bridget shifted in her sleep, murmuring his name. He closed his eyes, holding her tighter, his heart raw, his cock already stirring again just from the sound of her voice.

“Always my girl,” he whispered into her hair, and promised himself he’d never let Nathan—or anyone else—forget it.

Bridget stirred against him, her lashes fluttering as her eyes blinked open. Frank’s chest tightened at the sight—his wife, warm and flushed in his arms, their sheets tangled around her naked body.

Before she could even murmur good morning, he tilted her face up and kissed her deeply, slow and lingering, pouring everything he’d just whispered into her mouth.

She sighed against him, her hand sliding to his chest. “Frank…”

“Mine,” he said softly, his forehead resting against hers. “No matter what we do, no matter who watches, no matter who touches you—you’re mine. Only mine.”

Her eyes shimmered, her lips parting in a trembling smile. “Always.”

He eased her onto her back, moving between her thighs, sliding into her with a gentleness that still carried the weight of possession. Her breath hitched, her hands clutching his shoulders as he filled her.

This wasn’t the frantic, jealous claiming of last night. It was slower, deeper, a reaffirmation of everything they’d promised. His hips rolled into hers, steady and sure, his gaze locked on her face as she moaned his name.

Every thrust whispered what words couldn’t: that he would never stop wanting her, never stop fighting for her, never stop needing her to belong to him.

And when they both climaxed together, tangled and trembling in the morning light, Frank held her close, his voice a raw whisper in her ear.

“Forever mine.”


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN




The Clubhouse glittered beneath strings of crystal chandeliers, every corner humming with polished laughter and the clink of champagne flutes for the annual Gala. Couples in gowns and tuxedos filled the grand ballroom, the polished parquet floor alive with swirling dancers.

Bridget stood at the edge of it all, her sapphire dress hugging her curves, the slit flashing glimpses of her thigh with every step. Tonight she wasn’t just another wife in pearls—she was radiant, magnetic, the center of attention. Men were already drifting toward her like moths to flame.

Frank stood nearby, whiskey glass in hand, watching with steady pride as the line began to form. A golf buddy asked first, bowing playfully as he offered his hand. Bridget laughed and let him lead her onto the floor, her hips swaying with the music, her smile radiant.

Frank’s chest tightened—not with jealousy, but with heat. Seeing her admired, seeing her move with grace that belonged to him even when her hand rested in another man’s, was intoxicating.

When she returned, another man was ready, offering her a turn. Then another. One after the other, they queued like suitors at a debutante ball, eager for a piece of her attention.

Frank’s smirk deepened. Look at them. All of them wanting what I have every night.

But then Nathan stepped out of the shadows.

He didn’t wait his turn. He didn’t ask. He cut straight through the line of men, bold as sin, and took Bridget’s arm, pulling her flush against him.

“My dance,” Nathan said smoothly, his hand already sliding to the small of her back. His tone carried no question—only possession.

Bridget stiffened in his grip, her eyes darting to Frank. The men waiting frowned, muttering, but none dared challenge Nathan outright.

Frank’s glass hit the bar with a sharp clink as he set it down. His smile was gone. He moved forward, slow but deliberate, every inch of his body humming with controlled fury.

The air around them shifted. Conversation dimmed. People began to notice.

“Nathan,” Frank said, his voice calm but edged with steel, “you’ve overstepped.”

Nathan smirked, pulling Bridget closer, his hand resting boldly on her hip. “I’m only doing what every man in this room wants to do. You can’t keep her to yourself forever.”

Bridget’s breath hitched. Frank’s jaw tightened, his fists clenching at his sides. The ballroom waited, tense, for his response.

Frank’s stride cut clean through the line of men, his gaze locked on Nathan. Before another note of the waltz could pass, his hand closed around Bridget’s arm, pulling her firmly from Nathan’s grip.

She gasped, stumbling against his chest, and he caught her, holding her tight against his side. His arm wrapped around her waist possessively, his body a wall between her and Nathan.

The ballroom hushed. Conversations faltered. The string quartet’s melody floated on as though nothing had changed, but the dancers nearest them slowed, eyes snapping toward the sudden tension.

Frank’s voice came low and cutting, each word sharp as glass. “You don’t lay hands on my wife without asking. Not here. Not anywhere.”

Nathan lifted his chin, his smirk lingering though his eyes gleamed with challenge. “Come now, Frank. We all share here. Isn’t that the point of the club?”

Frank’s arm tightened around Bridget’s waist, pulling her closer, his stance radiating possession. “Sharing is a privilege. One I decide on. And don’t mistake my generosity for weakness.”

Gasps whispered through the crowd. Clarissa appeared at Nathan’s side, her hand on his arm, her polished smile a thin veil over the storm brewing beneath it.

“Gentlemen,” she said smoothly, her voice trying to ease the air. “Surely we don’t need to make a scene at the Gala.”

But the scene had already been made. Every eye in the room was on them—on Bridget, pressed tight to Frank’s side, her cheeks flushed, her chest heaving, her sapphire dress shimmering under the lights.

Nathan’s smirk faded, his gaze locked on Bridget as if the fight wasn’t over—only postponed.

Frank’s jaw clenched, his eyes hard. “Remember your place, Nathan. My wife is mine. You don’t get to forget that.”

The words landed heavy, final.

Frank didn’t wait for the music to end. With his arm firm around Bridget’s waist, he steered her through the hushed crowd and out of the ballroom, his stride sharp, his expression unreadable. The murmurs rose behind them as the doors swung shut, the weight of a hundred eyes still clinging to Bridget’s flushed skin.

Her heart thundered in her chest. She couldn’t tell if she was trembling from humiliation or arousal—maybe both. Every step she took in her husband’s grip, she felt the burn of his possessiveness, the way he had yanked her from Nathan like a lion tearing his mate from another’s jaws.

And God help her, it made her wet.

The car ride was heavy with silence, the kind that pressed against her ribs and made her pulse skip. Finally, Bridget found her voice, soft but unsteady. “Frank… everyone saw.”

His hands tightened on the wheel. “Good.” His jaw flexed. “Let them see. Let them know you’re mine.”

Her stomach flipped, heat pooling low. But his next words carried something darker.

“I don’t like the way Nathan looks at you. I don’t like how Clarissa hovers. It’s not sharing anymore—it’s them trying to claim us.” He shot her a glance, his eyes hard. “That’s not what we signed up for.”

Bridget’s chest ached, torn between fear and hunger. “Do you want to stop going?”

Frank exhaled, his grip loosening just slightly. “Maybe not forever. But a break. From Nathan. From Clarissa. From all of it.”

She nodded, relief washing over her. The games were thrilling, intoxicating, but last night had felt different—like they weren’t in control anymore. And control, she realized, was what made it safe.

“I want that too,” she whispered.

They pulled into their driveway, the night still clinging to them like a storm cloud. Inside, the door barely clicked shut before Frank had her pinned against it, his mouth crushing hers, his hands tearing at the sapphire dress.

Buttons popped, silk slid, heels clattered to the floor as they stumbled through the hallway, kissing and clawing at each other, shedding fabric like it was poison.

“Mine,” he growled into her neck, his teeth grazing her skin. “Only mine.”

“Yours,” she moaned, shoving his jacket off his shoulders, her nails raking down his chest. “Always yours.”

By the time they reached the bedroom, they were half-naked, desperate, their bodies already colliding in the rawest, neediest way possible.

This wasn’t about the club. It wasn’t about being watched. It was about reclaiming what was theirs—what had always been theirs.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN




It had been nearly two weeks since the Gala, and the silence from the clubhouse felt strange—like leaving a party where the music still thumped in the distance, waiting for them to return.

Bridget had spent the days wrapped in a quieter rhythm. Breakfasts at home. Afternoon errands. Long evenings tangled in Frank’s arms, their sex slower, deeper, less frantic. In some ways, it felt like a reset—like rediscovering the marriage beneath the fire.

But the fire never really dimmed.

One afternoon, she found herself lingering over the laundry, her mind drifting unbidden to the way Charles had bent her over the billiards table, to Bobby’s eager thrusts, to Nathan’s mouth on her until she screamed. Her thighs pressed together, heat pooling low, guilt and desire tangled until she nearly dropped the folded towel.

That night, in bed, Frank rolled onto his side, studying her in the low light. His hand slid along her hip, his thumb tracing circles.

“You’ve been restless,” he murmured.

Her breath caught. “You noticed.”

“I always notice.” He kissed her shoulder, his voice low. “You’ve loved these weeks, haven’t you? Just us. But…” His lips curved in a knowing smile. “You miss it. The danger. The eyes. The way they want you.”

Bridget shivered, shame and arousal flooding her chest. “I do.”

His hand slipped lower, between her thighs. “So do I. Watching you. Sharing you. It makes me want you more than anything else ever has.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, her body arching into his touch. “Then maybe… we don’t quit. Maybe we just play smarter. Together.”

He kissed her slow, his hand teasing her wetness. “Exactly. No more letting anyone think they own us. This is our game. No one else’s.”

Bridget moaned softly, her heart racing with relief. The fear from the Gala still lingered, but so did the hunger. And now, with Frank’s words in her ear, she knew they weren’t done. Not yet.
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A few days later, Bridget found an online ad for a local sex club. She presented the idea to Frank.

“Remember how you said we play smarter?” Bridget asked, rubbing Frank’s shoulders as he sat on the edge of their bed.

“Of course,” he cupped his hand over hers. “Why?”

She bit her lip, not sure if he might reject her idea. “I was surfing the web and I came across this local sex club. It looked….intriguing.”

Frank’s brows furrowed. “A sex club?”

“Yeah,” she said, sitting beside him. “Let me show you.”

They scrolled on her phone, clicking through various images of the clientele and links for the amenities that the club had to offer.

“We could give that a try,” he said, pulling her onto his lap. “But no matter what, you have to promise me one thing.”

Bridget leaned close, her breath brushing his lips. “Anything. Name it.”

“If anyone or anything makes either of us feel uncomfortable, we stop and leave immediately.”

There was no doubt that Nathan had a lasting affect on everything.

“Promise,” she swore, kissing him.
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The building looked unassuming from the outside—an old warehouse tucked between a row of auto shops, a discreet red light glowing above the door. No valet. No chandeliers. No polished marble floors.

Bridget clutched Frank’s hand tighter as they stepped inside. The air was heavier here, thick with perfume, sweat, and bass-driven music. Couples and singles mingled openly, bodies pressed together on leather couches, moans already echoing from curtained alcoves. There was nothing subtle about this place. No pearls or cocktails to hide behind.

Bridget’s pulse raced as she took it all in—the way a woman bent over a bar stool, moaning as a stranger took her from behind, the circle of men jerking off to a couple fucking against the mirrored wall. She shifted nervously in her short black dress, the neckline daring, her panties already damp.

Frank leaned close, his hand firm on her lower back. “Different world,” he murmured, his voice low with arousal. “No pretense here. Just pure heat.”

Her body shivered. Part of her missed the elegance of the country club, the illusion of control. But part of her burned at the honesty of this place. No games. No masks. Just raw, unfiltered desire.

And then she froze.

Across the room, past the swirl of bodies and flashing lights, she spotted a familiar face. Charles—tall, confident, his arm draped around his wife’s waist. But here, in the harsh neon glow, the country club polish was stripped away. His wife wore a strappy red harness dress, her eyes already locked on Bridget like a predator.

Charles’s gaze found her next, and his grin spread slow and sharp.

“Well, well,” he said, striding toward them with his wife at his side. “I didn’t expect to see you here.”

Bridget’s heart hammered, her cheeks burning as his eyes swept her dress.

Frank’s hand tightened possessively at her waist, but his smirk was cool. “Seems we have the same taste in… extracurriculars.”

Charles laughed, low and knowing. “Then maybe we should indulge together.”

His wife slipped free of his arm, stepping close to Bridget, her manicured fingers brushing along her bare arm. “I’d like that,” she purred, her eyes glinting with hunger.

Bridget gasped softly, her thighs pressing together, her body betraying her nerves with a hot rush of arousal.

Frank kissed her temple, his whisper in her ear steady, teasing. “Looks like tonight, baby, you’re going to be the star again.”

Charles didn’t waste time. He gestured toward an empty leather couch tucked against the wall, half-hidden but still in plain view of the room. Frank guided Bridget over, his hand steady at her back, while Charles and his wife followed close behind.

The bass-heavy music vibrated through the floor, the air thick with moans and flesh against flesh. Bridget’s pulse pounded in her ears as Charles’s wife leaned in, her lips brushing her ear.

“Let me taste you,” she whispered, her voice low and sure.

Before Bridget could answer, the woman’s hands were on her hips, tugging her dress higher, baring her thighs to the hungry room. Bridget gasped, heat flooding her body as she was eased down onto the couch, her legs guided apart.

Frank sat close, stroking himself slowly, his eyes locked on his wife as always. “That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his voice rough with pride. “Show them how wet you are.”

Charles’s wife knelt between Bridget’s thighs, her tongue finding her clit with ruthless precision. Bridget cried out, her head tipping back, her hand flying to grip Frank’s thigh.

And then Charles was there, towering over her, his hand tilting her chin up. “Look at me while she eats you.”

Bridget’s eyes fluttered open, locking on his. His cock was already out, thick and hard, and he pressed the head against her lips. “Open, sweetheart. Take me.”

Bridget moaned around him as he slid into her mouth, her hips jerking when his wife’s tongue pressed deeper. The sounds of the club blurred into a haze—moans, groans, the slap of bodies all mixing with her own desperate cries.

Frank stroked himself harder, his eyes burning as he watched his wife take Charles’s cock while being devoured by another woman. “God, Bridget… you’re perfect.”

Charles groaned above her, his fingers tangled in her hair. “She’s fucking incredible.”

Her body shook, the dual sensation overwhelming, her pussy clenching desperately around the woman’s tongue and fingers. She was dripping, shameless, her moans muffled around Charles’s cock, her orgasm building sharp and fast.

Frank leaned close, whispering in her ear even as Charles thrust shallowly into her mouth. “Come for them, baby. Let them see how much you love this. Then I’m going to fuck you so hard they’ll never forget you’re mine.”

Bridget’s scream vibrated against Charles’s shaft as her orgasm ripped through her, raw and violent, her body jerking, her thighs squeezing around the woman’s head.

The men groaned, the room buzzing with hunger as Bridget shook, wrecked and dripping, already eager for more.

Bridget was still shuddering from her climax when Charles pulled back, his cock slick with her spit, his eyes gleaming. “On your knees,” he ordered, his voice low but sharp.

Frank’s hand slid along her back, guiding her down. “Do it, baby. Show him how good you are.”

Bridget sank to the floor between Charles’s thighs, her lips wrapping around him again, sucking eagerly, her body still twitching from aftershocks.

Behind her, Charles’s wife rose gracefully from between Bridget’s legs, her lips glistening, her smile wicked. She turned to Frank, her eyes locking on his cock as he stroked it with steady fists. “Now it’s my turn.”

Frank’s smirk was tight, possessive, but he didn’t hesitate. He tugged her forward, pushing her down onto the couch where Bridget had just been. In one smooth motion, he shoved inside her, his groan ripping through the music as her pussy swallowed him whole.

Bridget moaned around Charles’s cock at the sight—her husband fucking another woman hard, his hand gripping her hip, his voice a rough growl in her ear.

Charles’s hand fisted in Bridget’s hair, pulling her deeper. “God, you’re good. She’s a keeper, Frank.”

Bridget gagged around him, her pussy dripping down her thighs at the filthy praise, at the sight of her husband buried in Charles’s wife while she took Charles in her throat.

The four of them moved in tandem—Bridget sucking Charles, Frank pounding into his wife, the sounds of flesh and moans blending with the bass-heavy music and the cheers of other voyeurs watching.

Charles pulled Bridget up suddenly, spinning her, bending her over the arm of the couch. He shoved into her from behind, his cock slick, his thrusts brutal. She screamed, the noise raw and broken, her body slamming forward with each stroke.

Across from her, Frank’s gaze locked on hers, his teeth gritted as he hammered into Charles’s wife. “Look at me, Bridget. Even while he’s inside you—you look at me.”

She did. She couldn’t look away, her moans torn between pain and pleasure, her body burning with the force of it.

Her climax built again, sharp and frantic. Charles groaned behind her, his cock driving deeper, while Frank’s thrusts grew rougher, his hand slapping against Charles’s wife’s ass.

When Bridget came, she screamed Frank’s name—not Charles’s—as her body convulsed, her pussy gripping him tight enough to make Charles curse.

Frank roared his release seconds later, spilling inside Charles’s wife, his eyes still locked on his own.

The four of them collapsed in a tangled, sweaty heap, the club alive with applause and hungry stares from the crowd that had gathered.

Bridget lay trembling, wrecked, her body still pulsing with aftershocks. She was fucked, marked, shared—but even in this chaos, she knew exactly who she belonged to.


CHAPTER NINETEEN




The morning was quiet, the kind where sunlight stretched across the kitchen tiles and the smell of coffee lingered warm in the air. Frank was thumbing through the stack of bills and glossy catalogs when Bridget reached for the crisp cream envelope tucked at the bottom.

Her breath caught the moment she saw the embossed crest. The country club.

She slid a finger beneath the seal, heart fluttering with both longing and unease. Their time away had been good—needed, even. The local sex club had scratched an itch, but it hadn’t filled the same space. The club wasn’t just sex; it was belonging, a secret society wrapped in pearls and champagne. And she missed it. God, she missed it.

Bridget unfolded the heavy cardstock, her eyes scanning the words.

Notice of Extraordinary Vote

Members are invited to attend the annual leadership meeting and vote on new staff appointments. Please note that the current committee has been adjusted following concerns raised about recent conduct.

Her eyes snagged on the names listed below. Nathan and Clarissa… removed from the board of directors.

She blinked, reading the line again. A flush crept up her chest.

“Frank.” Her voice was shaky. “They’re out.”

He looked up from his paper, brows furrowed. “What do you mean?”

She handed him the invitation, her finger tapping the line. “Nathan and Clarissa. Voted out. It says other couples came forward about his… possessive tendencies.”

Frank read it slowly, his jaw tightening, then easing as the meaning sank in. He set the letter down, leaning back in his chair with a low whistle. “So it wasn’t just us. Others saw it too.”

Bridget exhaled, relief and hunger mixing in her chest. The shadow that had driven them away was gone. The doors were opening again.

Frank studied her, a slow smile curving his lips. “You miss it, don’t you?”

Her cheeks warmed. She looked down at the letter, then back at him. “Every day.”

He reached across the table, his hand warm around hers. “Then maybe it’s time we go home.”

Her pulse skipped, excitement flooding her veins. The country club wasn’t done with them yet.

The chandeliers glowed just as bright as they remembered, casting golden light across the polished marble floors. The murmur of conversation rose as Bridget and Frank stepped into the grand lobby, arm in arm.

But this time, instead of the usual polite nods and curious glances, they were met with something different—applause.

A handful of members clapped lightly as they crossed the threshold, others offering warm smiles and genuine greetings. Couples they barely knew reached for handshakes, hugs, glasses raised in welcome.

“Bridget! Frank! So glad you’ve come back.”

“We missed you two.”

“It wasn’t the same without you.”

Bridget’s cheeks flushed with warmth, her pulse quickening at the unexpected reception. Frank’s hand stayed steady at her back, guiding her forward, his chest swelling with pride.

At the registration table, a young woman handed them the evening’s agenda—a list of nominees for the new leadership committee. Frank glanced at the paper, then froze.

His eyes narrowed. His lips parted in disbelief.

“Bridget,” he said slowly, handing her the page. “Look.”

Her gaze dropped, scanning down the list. She blinked once, then again, her breath catching in her throat.

Nominees for Committee Leadership:

Franklin Chambers

Bridget Chambers

Her hand trembled as she held the page. “Frank… this can’t be real.”

“It is.” His voice carried something she hadn’t heard in weeks—pure, unshakable pride. His arm wrapped tighter around her waist, pulling her close. “You made an impression, Bridget. More than you realize.”

Her heart fluttered. She thought of the cocktail hours, the dances, the way the men had circled her, the women’s whispers when they thought she wasn’t listening. She had been nervous, ashamed, aroused, but she hadn’t realized what it looked like from the outside.

To them, she wasn’t just a participant. She was unforgettable.

Frank’s eyes gleamed as he kissed her temple, his voice low but certain. “We have a real shot at this. We could lead them. Shape this place into something better than ever.”

Bridget’s stomach flipped, half with nerves, half with excitement. She had walked into the club once as a guest, then as an experiment, then as a fantasy. Now, she stood here as something else entirely—someone they wanted at the helm.

And with Frank beside her, glowing with pride, she wanted it too.

As the initial flurry of greetings softened, Bridget and Frank found themselves drifting through the lobby, the agenda still tucked in Bridget’s trembling hand. A couple approached—a tall, distinguished man and his petite wife in a pearl-studded gown.

The man offered Frank a handshake, firm and deliberate. “It’s about time someone shook things up around here. You two are exactly what the club needs.”

Bridget’s cheeks warmed. “We’re… honored. But what made you think of us?”

The wife leaned in, her voice pitched low. “Because you remind us what this place is supposed to be. Fun. Exciting. Free. Not about power games or… ownership.” Her eyes flicked, ever so briefly, toward where Nathan once used to stand like a king.

Another couple stopped them a few minutes later. The husband gave Frank a clap on the shoulder. “When you pulled her off that dance floor at the Gala? That told me everything. You’re strong enough to protect what’s yours, but smart enough to share it the right way. That balance? That’s leadership.”

Bridget’s stomach fluttered at the words. Balance. She thought of her double life—the pearls, the moans, the secrecy—and how Frank held it all together.

Later, a younger woman in a crimson dress touched Bridget’s arm as she passed. Her smile was shy, but her eyes shone. “You showed us what’s possible here. You don’t even realize how many women you’ve inspired.”

Bridget blinked, her throat tight, unsure what to say. The woman only squeezed her hand before slipping back into the crowd.

Frank caught her gaze, his smile proud and knowing. “They see it, Bridget. They see you.”

Her pulse hammered, the weight of it all sinking in. This wasn’t just about being wanted anymore. This was about being chosen.

The crowd swirled around them—glittering gowns, dark suits, the hum of conversation layered over the piano drifting from the corner. But Frank guided Bridget toward a quieter spot at the bar, where the clink of ice in crystal glasses covered their voices.

He ordered two whiskeys neat, sliding one toward her even though he knew she rarely drank it. Tonight wasn’t about comfort—it was about steel.

Bridget took a sip, wincing at the burn, then set the glass down. “Frank… all of this.” She tapped the folded agenda, still gripped in her hand. “It feels unreal. Like we stepped into something we were never supposed to.”

His eyes softened, but there was a glow beneath them she hadn’t seen before. “No, Bridget. We were always supposed to. Look at us. Look at what we’ve done. They didn’t nominate us because of chance. They did it because they saw something worth following.”

Her chest tightened. “You mean you.”

Frank shook his head, his smile slow and certain. “No. Us. You’re the one they watch. You’re the one who makes men ache and women question what’s possible. And I’m the one who stands beside you, making sure no one ever takes more than we give.”

Her throat caught, emotion rising sharp and sudden. “You really think we could do it?”

He leaned closer, his hand covering hers on the bar, his voice low enough for only her. “I don’t think. I know. Together, we can make this place better than it’s ever been. Cleaner. Safer. Still dirty as hell—but ours.”

Bridget stared at him, her heart racing. For the first time since stepping into this world, she didn’t feel like she was just playing a role. She felt powerful. Desired. Chosen.

She squeezed his hand, her voice trembling but sure. “Then we say yes.”

Frank’s smile widened, pride radiating from him. He lifted his glass, clinking it softly against hers. “To us, Bridget. The future of the club.”

She raised her glass, her pulse humming with equal parts nerves and hunger. “To us.”

The whiskey burned going down, but it was nothing compared to the fire already alive inside her.

The ballroom doors opened, and a hush fell over the crowd as the club secretary stepped up to the podium. Couples turned, glasses in hand, whispers dying away beneath the chime of silver against crystal.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the secretary began, his voice carrying over the polished room, “tonight we gather not only for fellowship, but for the future of our club. As you know, the leadership committee has undergone some… changes.” A ripple of laughter and nods moved through the crowd. “And I am proud to announce your new nominees.”

Bridget’s stomach fluttered. Frank’s hand closed over hers, grounding her as names were read.

“And finally,” the secretary continued, his smile widening, “Franklin and Bridget Chambers.”

Applause erupted. Glasses clinked, hands clapped, voices rose in cheers. Bridget’s cheeks flushed as faces turned toward them—warm, eager, proud. She felt suddenly exposed, like all the eyes she’d once feared were now lifting her up instead of tearing her down.

Frank squeezed her hand. “Come on,” he murmured.

They walked together to the front, the applause growing louder. Frank’s posture was strong, his smile calm, but his eyes shone with pride as he glanced down at her.

Bridget’s heart pounded as she stepped beside him, her sapphire dress gleaming under the chandeliers. The secretary offered the podium, but Frank shook his head gently and leaned close, his lips brushing her ear. “This is yours.”

Her breath caught—but she nodded.

She faced the crowd, her voice shaking at first but growing steadier with each word. “We are honored. Truly. When Frank and I first joined, we weren’t sure what to expect. But what we found here was more than just a club—it was a family. A place where we could be ourselves, explore, and trust that no matter how wild or vulnerable the moment, we were safe in each other’s company.”

A murmur of agreement swept the crowd. Bridget inhaled, her confidence blooming. “We promise to honor that trust. To protect what makes this place special. To keep it safe, exciting, and—” she smiled, heat flickering in her eyes—“as wicked as ever.”

The laughter and cheers that followed nearly drowned out her racing pulse.

Frank slipped an arm around her waist and leaned into the microphone. “And we promise to lead together—as partners, as lovers, and as members who believe this club’s best days are still ahead.”

The applause was thunderous. Bridget’s cheeks flushed hot, her body buzzing as she leaned into Frank’s side.

For the first time, she wasn’t just desired. She was respected. Admired. And wanted for more than her body.

Tonight, she wasn’t just part of the game. She was shaping it.


CHAPTER TWENTY




The chandeliers seemed brighter that night, additional lights were strung around the country club making the marble floors gleaming as if polished just for them. Every head turned when Bridget and Frank entered the grand hall, not with curiosity now, but with expectation. The air carried a hum—anticipation, hunger, and something sharper. Respect.

Bridget wore a gown of deep emerald satin, the neckline daring, the slit baring the length of her leg with each step. Frank, in a perfectly cut tuxedo, kept his hand at her back, his posture steady, his smile sharp but confident. Together, they looked every inch the power couple the club had chosen to lead.

At the front of the room, the secretary struck his glass for attention. “Ladies and gentlemen, tonight marks a new era for our club. Please welcome your new leadership: Franklin and Bridget Chambers.”

Applause rang out, warm and eager. Bridget’s pulse hammered, but she lifted her chin, her smile radiant. This wasn’t the girl who had first stepped into the club shy and uncertain. This was the woman they wanted at the helm.

Frank spoke first, his voice carrying strong and steady. “We stand here tonight as proof that this club isn’t about power plays or control. It’s about freedom. Trust. And the fire that comes from living without shame.”

Bridget stepped forward, her gaze sweeping the crowd. Men leaned forward unconsciously, women whispered to one another, hungry eyes locked on her. “We want every member here to feel what we’ve felt—that this is a place where your desires aren’t just allowed. They’re celebrated.” Her lips curved into a knowing smile. “And tonight, we invite you to do exactly that.”

The room erupted in cheers, glasses raised high. The music swelled, couples moving onto the dance floor, the energy shifting from ceremony to heat. Already, hands were finding hips, mouths finding mouths, the polished gala atmosphere giving way to the pulse of lust.

Frank leaned close, his lips brushing her ear, his voice low but sure. “We did it, Bridget. It’s ours now.”

Her heart pounded, her body alive with the same hunger she saw in every eye staring back at her. “Then let’s show them what their leaders can do.”

The music slowed, a sultry rhythm that seemed to thrum beneath the skin. Couples lingered on the dance floor, hands wandering lower, lips grazing throats, the hum of lust beginning to spread. But eyes kept drifting back to Bridget and Frank, as if waiting for a signal.

Frank saw it, felt it. He took Bridget’s hand, guiding her to the center of the floor. Her emerald satin gown shimmered under the chandelier light as he pulled her close, his lips finding hers in a kiss that was anything but polite.

The room stilled for a heartbeat, then gasps rippled through the crowd as Frank’s hand slid down, gripping her ass possessively through the silk, his tongue sliding into her mouth. Bridget moaned, her body arching into him, her eyes fluttering shut as the kiss deepened.

When they broke apart, her lips were swollen, her breath ragged. She glanced around at the watching crowd, her cheeks flushed but her chin high. Then, with deliberate grace, she slipped the straps of her gown from her shoulders.

The satin pooled at her feet.

A hush fell over the ballroom as Bridget stood in nothing but lace and heels, her body bare to every gaze. Her chest rose and fell, her nipples tight, her skin glowing.

Frank’s voice rang out, rough but proud. “This is what we mean. No shame. No hiding. Desire made visible.”

The dam broke. Around them, couples kissed fiercely, dresses lifted, trousers unzipped. Laughter and moans filled the hall as the gala dissolved into something rawer, wilder, truer to what the club had always been meant to be.

Frank sank to his knees before his wife, his hands sliding up her thighs. Bridget gasped, her fingers flying to his shoulders as he buried his face between her legs, licking her with the hunger of a man claiming and offering her at once.

She cried out, her voice echoing off the walls, the room around them erupting in cheers and groans. Men stroked themselves as they watched, women moaned into their lovers’ mouths, the whole club feeding off Bridget’s shameless display.

Her body trembled, her moans spilling freely, her climax building fast under the weight of so many eyes. When she came, it wasn’t quiet. It was loud, raw, a declaration.

The applause that followed was thunderous, mixed with the sounds of sex and hunger, the club alive in a way Bridget had never felt before.

Frank rose, kissing her deeply, his face slick with her arousal. His voice was low but certain against her lips. “We’ve set the tone and we own tonight.”

And Bridget, still shuddering from her release, knew he was right.

The applause hadn’t even faded when a familiar figure stepped from the crowd. David—broad-shouldered, hungry-eyed—strode toward them, his cock already in his hand, slick with precum as he stroked it eagerly.

“Mr. and Mrs. Chambers,” he said, his voice husky but clear, “may I be the first to honor our new leaders?”

Bridget’s heart pounded. The sight of him, openly stroking himself in front of the entire ballroom, made her pussy clench all over again.

Frank’s arm wrapped around her waist, his smirk sharp. “You heard her,” he said, his voice carrying over the hush that fell. “This club is about freedom. About celebration. Show them, Bridget. Show them what it means to follow us.”

David didn’t wait for more. He dropped to his knees beside them, his hands sliding up Bridget’s thighs as his cock brushed against her slick folds. She moaned, her body already trembling from the orgasm Frank had wrung from her moments before.

“God, you’re dripping,” David groaned, guiding himself to her entrance. “Ready for me. Always ready.”

The crowd leaned closer, gasps and moans spreading as David pushed inside her, his thick shaft filling her inch by inch. Bridget cried out, clutching Frank’s arm as her pussy stretched around him, the sensation sharp and overwhelming.

Frank bent to her ear, his voice low and commanding. “Take him, baby. Show them you can take everything this club has to give—and still come home to me.”

Her scream tore through the hall as David began to thrust, hard and eager, the slap of his hips echoing beneath the chandeliers. Men groaned, women moaned, hands moved to cocks and cunts as the crowd fed off the sight.

And in the corner, Charles watched. His jaw was tight, his cock gripped in his hand as he stroked furiously, his eyes locked on Bridget with a hunger that burned hotter than ever.

He wasn’t waiting for permission. He was waiting for his turn.

David’s thrusts grew erratic, his groans ragged as he pounded into Bridget, sweat dripping down his temples. Her cries filled the ballroom, her body arching, trembling, her pussy gripping him so tight he nearly lost control.

Frank crouched at her side, stroking her hair back from her flushed face, his eyes gleaming. “Look at her,” he said loudly enough for the watching crowd to hear. “Our beautiful Bridget—taking every inch, begging for more. This is what leadership looks like.”

David groaned in agreement, his voice breaking as he pulled free. “She’s… fuck… she’s too good. Can’t hold it back.” He stroked himself quickly, spurting hot ropes across her stomach, his head tipped back in a guttural roar.

The crowd moaned, clapped, voices whispering hungry approval. Bridget lay panting, her body slick and wrecked—but before her pulse could even settle, Charles was there.

He stepped forward with a predator’s grace, his cock thick and veined in his fist, precum glistening as he stroked himself hard. His eyes locked on Frank’s. “My turn.”

Bridget whimpered, her thighs trembling as Charles hauled her upright, pressing her against the cool marble pillar. He spread her legs wide, lifting her easily, his cock already nudging her swollen entrance.

Frank’s jaw clenched, but his eyes burned with dark pride. “Do it. Show them what she’s capable of. Show them why she’s ours.”

Charles shoved into her with a single brutal stroke, burying himself to the hilt. Bridget screamed, her nails raking down his back as her pussy clenched around the thick intrusion.

“Christ,” Charles groaned, slamming her against the pillar, his hips hammering into her. “She’s perfect. So fucking tight. This woman—” he growled, his teeth grazing her neck—“is built to lead. Built to be worshipped.”

Bridget’s cries echoed, her climax building again, her body vibrating with the intensity of being fucked in front of the entire membership.

Frank stepped closer, his hand caressing her cheek even as Charles pistoned into her. His voice was low, steady, commanding. “That’s it, baby. Let them see. Let them see how good you are. How you’ll make this club thrive. Every moan, every orgasm—they’ll remember.”

Charles grunted in agreement, his thrusts harder, rougher. “They’ll follow you. All of them. You and Frank—you’ll own this place.”

Bridget shattered with a scream, her orgasm ripping through her as her body convulsed, her pussy milking Charles’s cock until he roared, spilling deep inside her.

The ballroom erupted in cheers and moans, the club transformed into an orgy around them, but in that moment, Bridget only heard Frank’s voice—steady, proud, unshakable.

“You’re ours, Bridget. And together, we’re theirs.”
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